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1?e^^cate^ 

To  THE  “Boys  and  Girls” 

’VVHO  SHARED  THE  SPORTS  AND  PLEASURES  OF  CHILDHOOD 
AND  THE 

CLOUDS  AND  SUNSHINE  OF  RIPER  YEARS  ; 

AND  TO 

THEIR  SONS  AND  DAUGHTERS, 

EACH  ONE  OF  WHOM  HAS  A WARM  CORNER 
IN  THE  HEART  OF 

THE  AUTHOR. 


'*Men  are  only  boys  grown  tall. 

Hearts  don't  change  much  after  all'' 


CHAPTER  I. 


SFWiCKLEV,  a borough  of  nearly  3,000  inhabitants,  on 
the  bank  of  the  Ohio  river,  tweh’e  miles  below 
Pittsburg,  is  a very  different  place  from  the  Sew- 
ickley  we  knew  before  the  days  of  railroads,  telegraph 
and  telephones. 

Mr.  Thomas  Hoey.  (grandfather  of  Mrs.  Judge 
White.)  who  came  to  Sewickley  about  iSio,  owned  a 
larm  of  360  acres.  He  lived  in  a log  cabin  on  the  bank 
of  the  ri\'er,  until  the  stone  house,  which  stood  near  the 
site  of  Park  Place  Hotel,  was  built.  Among  the  childish 
memories  which  his  dm  »hter,  Mrs.  Thorn,  loved  to  re- 
c<dl  to  her  children,  were  those  in  connection  with  the 
large  sugar  camp  that  occupied  much  of  the  ground 
below  the  Hotel.  It  was  ail  such  a time  of  delight,  from 
the  t me  the  sweet  water  was  collected,  until  the  time 
when  the  delicious  syru[)  was  taken  from  the  kettles. 

Mr.  Hoey’s  farm,  and  the  adjoining  land,  owir:d  by 
Mr.  Biers,  e.xtended  from  Osburn  to  Quaker  \Alley. 
wliere  the  farm  of  Squire  Way  (grandfather  of  Mr.  John 
Way.  ) began.  The  house  now  occupied  by  Mr.  Hay 
VVh\lker,  built  the  same  year  as  Mr.  Hoey’s.  was  for  years 
the  only  brick  house  frem  Pittsburg  to  Beaver. 
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LIGHTS  AND  SHADOWS  OF  SEWICKLEY  LIFE, 


In  1840,  thirty  houses  dotted  here  and  there  for  a dis- 
tance of  more  than  a mile,  with  two  small  churches,  (a 
Methodist  and  a Presbyterian,)  made  up  the  town. 

I promised  to  give  you  some  memories  of  the  early 
days  of  our  now  thriving  town.  Some  of  them  are  per- 
sonal memories.  Many  of  them  came  to  me  through  the 
words  of  long  ago,  uttered  by  the  lips  of  those  now  done 
with  our  commonplace  language ; but  the  influence  of 
whose  beautiful  lives  yet  lingers,  with  some  of  those  who 
still  inhabit  this,  to  them,  fairest  and  dearest  spot  on  earth. 

Said  one  who  came  many  years  ago  to  find  a home  here, 
— “ Sweet  Valley ! never  fairer  scene  burst  upon  the  vision 
of  the  traveler,  than  that  upon  which  our  eyes  rested,  as, 
after  a long  journey  which  our  quiet  hoises  had  made 
leisurely,  we  rested  in  view  of  the  lovely  spot  which  was 
to  be  our  future  home.” 

The  small  village,  was  composed  of  many  national- 
ities, from  the  lowliest  toilers  to  the  man  of  wealth ; an 
industrious,  happy  people. 

I remember  seeing  a letter,  that  had  traveled  some 
hundreds  of  miles,  directed  to  “Sweet  Valley  or  Switley- 
ville.  ” It  came  all  right  with  its  queer  directions,  and 
“Sweet  Valley, ’’has  always  seemed  since  then  to  tell 
the  story  of  the  place,  which,  “ beautiful  for  situation,” 
has  a charm  for  the  long  absent  resideiit,  causing  him  to 
revisit  again  and  again  the  scenes  of  his  youth. 

The  only  means  of  reaching  the  adjacent  cities  and 
towns,  prior  to  1851,  (the  year  the  railroad  was  finished. 
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except  when  we  were  fortunate  enough  to  catch  a 
throughgoingstage,  was  by  an  occasional  steamboat  going 
up  and  down  the  Ohio  river.  A large  house  near  the  boat- 
landing was  our  waiting  place  for  the  oft-times  long  de  - 
layed boat,  (where  the  wave  of  a handkerchief  was  the 
signal  that  the  boat  was  expected  to  land,)  and  often  there 
were  hours  of  waiting,  when  the  hostess  insisted  upon 
giving  food  as  well  as  shelter. 

What  warm  and  lasting  friendships  were  formed  dur- 
ing those  hours  of  waiting  and  travel. 

One  of  the  citizens  tried  for  a time  making  daily 
trips  from  this  place  to  Pittsburg,  with  an  omnibus,  but. 
it  was  not  a successful  enterprise. 

The  name,  “ Sewickley,  ” was  decided,  the  Autumn  of 
1840. 

Previouslv  “Contention,”  “Fifetown,”  and  “Bowling- 
green.”  were  among  the  names  by  which  it  was  called. 

When  it  had  been  decided,  at  a meeting  held  for  the 
purpose,  to  name  the  village  Seivickley,  and  drop  all  the 
other  names;  the  men  aiid  boys  prepared  for  a regular 
jubilee.  Procuring  some  tar  barrels,  they  ran  long  poles 
through  openings  in  the  ends,  and  setting  fire  to  the  bar- 
rels, ran,  holding  the  poles,  up  and  down  Beaver  St.,  then 
called  Beaver  Road,  shouting,  Sewickley!  Seivickley!'' 
and  the  name  given  with  a fiery  baptism,  has  grown 
very  sweet  to  our  ears. 
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LIGHTS  AND  SHADOWS  OF  SEWICKLEV  LIFE, 


When  Zachary  Taylor,  our  chief  magistrate,  and  his 
party  traveled  through  this  place,  in  carriages,  in  1^49, 
the  citizens  had  a much  better  opportunity  of  seeing  Irm, 
than  if  he  had  iT>ade  a flying  trip  through  by  rail.  After 
driving  leisurely  through  the  village,  bowing  pleasantly 
to  the  people  who  had  come  out  to  see  him  pass, — being 
loudly  and  heartily  cheered  by  the  Academy  boys, — he 
drove  into  the  grounds  at  Edgeworth  Seminary,  where  a 
song  of  greeting  was  responded  to  by  a speech. 

The  next  stop,  was  at  Economy,  where  a piece  of  silk- 
velvet-brocade,  sufficient  for  a dress  for  Mrs.  Taylor,  ( the 
result  of  an  industry  that  has  since  been  abandoned  in  the 
quaint  old  town,)  was  presented  by  Miss  Rapp. 

The  house  in  wiiich  I write  to-day,  is  built  in  w'hat 
The  boys  and  girls  in  those  days  called  “ the  woods  ; and 
while  now  the  centre,  w^as  at  that  time  on  the  outskirts  ol 
the  town.  Two  trees,  w'ithin  sight  of  my  window,  still 
stand,  as  venerable  patriarchs,  rearing  their  stately  heads 
and  extending  their  arms  as  if  in  benediction. 

What  good  times  the  boys  and  girls  had  then  ! All 
these  so-called  “woods,”  were  common  pro|>erty.  No 
one  thought  of  interfering  with  them, 'as  they  roamed  here 
and  there,  in  search  of  nuts  or  berries. 

During  one  of  these  berrying  excursions  to  “Ander- 
son’s hill,”  the  boys  and  girls,  ha\ing  gathered  a goodly 
supply  of  the  tempting  fruit,  were  resting  on  a grassy 
•slope,  before  starting  for  h(jme.  One  of  the  little  girls 
had  thrown  her  hat  on  the  uround  at  a little  distance,  a 
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hat  of  coarse  braids  of  straw,  trimmed  with  a band  of 
green  ribbon.  A cow,  quietly  feeding  at  a short  distance, 
had  gradually  approached,  until  she  had  reached  the  hat. 
A scream  from  little  Mary,  and  the  words,  “oh,  my  hat!’’ 
caused  us  all  to  look  quickly  around,  and  there  we  saw 
the  cow  composedly  chewing  the  straw  hat,  unmindful  of 
our  shouting  and  running.  After  the  poor  child  had  be- 
come reconciled  to  her  loss,  and  we  were  on  our  way 
home,  what  we  thought  of  most  was,  how  old  Brindle,  as 
she  lay  down  to  blink  and  meditate  and  chew  the  cud, 
was  going  to  prepare  the  green  ribbon  for  digestion. 

One  of  the  most  enjoyable  of  these  excursions,  was 
in  the  neighborhood  of  a wonderful  Indian  cave,  on-  a 
hill  back  of  the  town,  which  some  of  the  more  \'enture- 
soine  explored  from  time  to  time. 

A sort  of  rude  ladder  was  contrived,  and,  descending 
this,  to  the  depth  of  perhaps  ten  or  twelve  feet,  a long, 
narrow  passage  led  to  a place  something  like  a gateway. 
— very  mrrow — called  “the  fit  man’s  misery.”  It  was 
quite  an  effort  for  some  of  us  to  get  through  it. 

I remember,  we  often  saw  the  boys  from  the  village 
Academy,  on  their  half-holidays,  with  long  ropes  and 
candles  in  hand,  going  to  the  cave,  which  they  ere  sup- 
posed to  explore  to  a greater  depth  than  others,  which 
fact  made  us  think  them  very  brave. 

Our  village  w<is  noted  for  two  of  the  best  schools 
within  many  miles  of  F^ittsburg;  an  Academy  for  boys 
and  a Seminary  for  girls.  Here  were  gathered  represen- 
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lO  LIGHTS  AND  SHADOWS  OF  SE  WICK  LEY  LIFE, 

tatives  of  many  families,  North,  South,  East  and  West. 
Many  of  the  leading  business  men  of  Pittsburg  and  vi- 
cinity were  educated  in  the  old  Academy,  and  homes 
far  and  near  are  cheered  and  blest  by  the  wives  and 
mothers,  who,  along  with  a knowledge  of  mathematics, 
English  Literature,  Music,  Painting,  etc.,  learned  many 
beautiful  lessons  of  love  and  good-will  in  the  quiet  Semi- 
nary. nestled  among  the  maple  trees.  One  of  them, 
whose  gift  as  a Poetess  was  known  to  but  few  persons 
during  her  school-days,  has  during  the  past  few  years,  as 
her  heart  responded  in  sympathy  with  the  joys  and  sor- 
rows of  friends  and  neighbors,  sung  of  them  in  touching 
strains. 

The  scholars  from  the  respective  schools,  walked  de- 
corously, two  by  two,  marshalled  by  the  sedate  looking 
teachers.  If  perchance  they  crossed  each  other's  path- 
way, many  a stolen  glance  and  word  were  exchanged, 
and  occasionally,  a little  note  found  its  way  through  the 
hngers  of  some  urchin,  all  unconscious  of  wrong-doing, 
from  one  fond-heart  to  another. 

I remember,  when  a child,  being  impressed  with  a feel- 
ing of  awe,  whenever  the  teacher  of  French  in  the  Ac- 
ademy, an  old  reverend  looking  gentleman,  met  us  in  his 
solitary  walks  Always,  with  a peculiar  gesture,  he  said, 
if  as  usual  we  were  laughing  and  talking,  “ Be  wise ! 

Strange  to  say,  the  names  of  the  other  teachers  in  the 
Academy,  were  as  familiar  to  us  as  “ household  words,  ” 
and  we  knew  no  other  name  for  him,  than,“  Mr.  Be  Wise." 
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What  wonderful  soirees  the  Academy  girls  used  to 
give,  and,  like  a beautiful  echo  from  the  past,  comes  to 
us,  the  voices  of  some  of  those  who  sang.  For  a time 
they  gladdened  earth’s  homes,  and  then  joined  the  throng 
of  “winged  choristers.” 

The  exhibition  at  the  close  of  each  half-yearly  term 
at  the  Academy,  was  an  event  to  which  the  whole  village 
looked  forward  with  eager  interest,  because  the  whole  vil- 
lage was  invited  and  generally  availed  themselves  of 
the  opportunity  to  attend;  the  Principal,  dear,  good  man, 
having  a word  of  welcome  for  all,  rich  and  poor. 

How  plainly  I seem  to  see  some  of  those  youthful 
orators  now.  One  of  them  has  for  years  been  connected 
with  rail-roads,  and  has  well-nigh  forgotten  the  time,  when 
an  immense  farm -wagon  was  loaded  with  trunks,  en- 
route  for  P;ttsburg,  the  day  after  school  closed,  that  being 
the  only  baggage  car  known  in  our  quiet  village.  While 
he  now  talks  of  stocks  and  dividends,  I fancy  I recall 
the  youthful  features,  and  hear  yet  the  echo  of  the  words 
in  his  personation  of  William  Tell,  as  he  drew  forth  the 
concealed  arrow,  “To  shoot tyrant,  had  I slain  my 
son.  ” 

Fdre  destroyed  the  old  Academy  building,  on  Beaver 
St.,  in  1851,  and  the  school  was  removed  to  the  building 
now  known  as — “ Park  Place  Hotel;  ” but,  as  we  pass  the 
old  grounds,  we  seem  to  see  the  boys  at  play,  and  recall 
the  youthful  features  of  some  of  them. 
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About  5 o'clock  in  the  morning  the  fire  broke  out, 
and  yet,  at  that  early  hour,  almost  the  whole  population 
was  on  the  spot  in  a few  minutes. 

Some  very  ridiculous  things  occurred,  in  the  anxiety 
ot  every  one  to  save  something.  One  old  gentleman 
seized  an  ax,  and  with  vigorous  blows  brought  down  a 
long  po’e  on  which  some  of  the  boys  had  placed  a martin 
box. 

Henry  Ward  Beecher  once  said,  that  the  birds  had 
family  worship  at  4 o'clock  in  the  morning;  and  in  these 
days,  since  our  English  cousins,  the  sparrows,  have  popu- 
lated the  leafy  part  of  the  town,  I often  fancy  they  are  at 
that  early  h air  having  a sort  of  camp  meeting; — but  as 
I was  croing  to  say,  the  birds,  parents  and  children,  (wor- 
ship being  over,)  had  likely  gone  out  for  their  morning 
constitutional,  and  thus  escaped  the  sudden  awakening 
our  friend  had  in  store  for  them. 

For  a number  of  years,  an  Academy  for  both  sexes 
has  taken  the  place  of  the  old  Seminary  and  Academy, 
presided  over  by  a pupil  of  the  old  Academy,  one  whose 
influence  for  good  has  been  felt  in  our  valley  more  than 
almost  any  one,  for  more  than  30  ye  rs. 

While  the  friend  of  every  right  movement  for  the 
good  of  the  community,  his  grandest  work  has  been 
among  the  young  men  of  the  place.  Scores  of  them,  re- 
ceiving instruction  in  the  Ihble-class,  supplemented  by  a 
lively  interest  in  everything  concerning  their  home-life 
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and  week-day  employments,  have  been  led  to  take  a 
grander  and  more  solemn  view  of  life,  its  duties  and  re- 
sponsibilities. 

The  village  boasted  very  few  stores  at  that  time,  but 
I fancy  I see  each  store-keeper,  and  the  general  arrange- 
ments of  the  stores.  The  principal  one  was  a dry-goods 
and  grocery  store  combined,  a regular  country  store, 
kept  by  Mr.  George  H.  Starr,  an  elder  in  the  Presby- 
terian church,  and  one  of  the  most  honest,  upright  and 
godly  of  men.  At  that  time,  an  elder’s  duties  and  re- 
sponsibilities were  considered  hardly  second  to  those  of 
the  minister,  and  in  the  command  to  have  an  oversight  of 
the  flock,  the  words  were  taken  literally.  Faithfully  and 
well  did  he  perform  his  obligations. 

He  was  the  village  squire,  too,  but,  owing  to  his  great 
love  of  “ peace  and  good-will,  ” the  revenues  from  this 
office  were  not  very  large.  Usually  he  tried  to  act  the 
part  of  peace-maker  to  the  parties,  and  thus  prevent  a 
suit.  He  officiated  at  a number  of  marriages,  the  parties 
sometimes  coming  many  miles  to  procure  his  services. 

A young  couple,  from  out  in  the  country  somewhere, 
came  to  him  one  evening,  and  the  boys  l)eing  apprised 
of  the  fact  that  a wedding  was  on  foot,  the  news  spread, 
until  the  store  was  crowded  to  witness  the  ceremony. 
Before  leaving,  the  groom,  wishing  to  pay  for  the  tying  of 
the  knot,  gathered  from  his  pocket  several  small  coins, 
until  he  had  in  all  37  cents,  and  asked  if  that  would  do. 
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Being-  assured  by  the  good  squire  that  it  would,  the 
happy  pair  went  on  their  way  rejoicing. 

Another  store,  kept  by  a nice  old  lady,  supplied  the 
boys  and  girls  from  the  schools,  with  cakes,  candy  and 
nuts.  Grandmother  Garrison,  as  we  all  called  her,  when 
not  en  ;> aged  with  customers,  was  often  found  seated  at 
her  spinning  wheel,  her  neat  little  figure  swaying  with 
the  motion  of  her  foot  on  the  treadle,  as  the  wheel  sang, 
i s merry  tune,  and  she  deftly  joined  the  long  pieces  of 
wool  for  the  yarn,  which  her  busy  fingers  would  knit 
into  stockings  by  and  by. 

What  devices  the  boys  resorted  to  in  order  to  get  an 
extra  trip  in  the  neighborhood  of  this  store.  A sudden 
misstep,  by  the  help  of  a friendly  weapon,  dislodged  the 
heel  of  a shoe,  which  must  needs  be  repaired.  A spring 
over  the  fence  in  the  neighborhood  of  a nail,  caused  a 
rent,  that  must  at  once  be  taken  to  the  tailor  in  accord- 
iance  with  the  maxim,  “a  stitch  in  time  saves  nine.” 

This  tailor  was  a character  that  must  not  be  over- 
looked. He  was  of  a very  religious  turn  of  mind,  and 
occasionally  collected  the  villagers  in  the  school  house  for 
religious  services.  Sometimes  he  was  listened  to  p.itiently 
throughout  his  rather  lengthy  talk,  and  then  again  it  hap- 
pened that  by  the  time  his  discourse  was  ended,  his  audi- 
ence had  one  by  one  slipped  out.  leaving  him  with  a few 
sympathetic  souls  who  would  not  wound  his  feelings  by 
leaving  him  quite  alone.  With  all  his  peculiarities,  there 
was  not  in  the  neighborhood  a more  sincerely  earnest 
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man  in  his  attempts  to  do  good.  What  a quantity  of 
water  he  always  seemed  to  drink  ! The  etfect  was  very 
funny,  when  he  occasionally  held  the  tin  cup  Irom  which 
he  drank,  to  his  lips,  and  finished  a lengthy  sentence ; the 
words  sounding  as  if  they  came  from  a region  far  away. 
Sometimes  his  meditations  interfered  with  his  work  which 
was  usually  very  well  done. 

A very  small  man  in  the  place,  employed  him  to  make 
a pair  of  pants  ; behold,  when  finished  they  were  just 
long  enough  to  be  fastened  around  his  neck  ! Some  of 
us  called  him  “ Samuel,  the  prophet.”  He  was  a dreamer 
of  dreams,  to  use  his  own  words,  he  “ had  visions;”  Provi- 
dence left  him  a lonely  widower,  then  his  visions  came  thick 
and  fast. 

Oh,  how  many  fair  women  he  saw  in  his  dreams,  and 
oh,  dear!  to  what  a persecution  was  the  hapless  object 
subjected  for  a time.  One  of  the^e  was  a visitor  at  the 
home  of  a family  who  lived  in  the  house  now  occupied 
by  Mr.  Robert  Watson,  and  announcing  to  some  of  his 
friends  that  his  health  required  a drink  from  the  spring 
near  the  house  every  morning,  he  never  failed  during  her 
stay  to  make  this  pilgrimage. 

This  same  spring  of  delicious,  cool  water,  still  refreshes 
the  thirsty  traveler,  as  in  days  of  yore. 

Whether  he  ever  found  a “ pardner,  ” tradition  saith 
not.  Like  one  of  his  dreams,  he  vanished  from  our 
midst  and  was  lost  in  the  far  west. 


VA  ?.  HO  ay/OMAH«  fev  W MOM  d I 


e;>nfr»v?.?6  fei.i  ni  nurn 

ii>yii;!ii'  *>rlT  ^^^rihliOif  b'Maiiot  .r{/rwU  m! 

* H3(Mw  Ylfimob^iODc;  fjd  .ynriul 

,«qfi  «id  ot  ,:^niiibyd 
tiA  II  ffjoit  i>rn^  ^>f!fbm>t^d  abi07/ 

|('  jk'rf:>idv/5i^>r^v  ^i^f  d)iv/  «froi3J&jib^>m  mi  asfmh^fuoS 

'^IDV  yllfiffcu  >;.-/y 

mss  ' I • _f  . ,1  f 

^dmttoj  Itfirrjfc  '(p'f  A 

' ;aln^;q  'ip  vf:q  u 

Ip  pfpivS  i >hs^n  aid  bnuoiB  b^^n  vja/ii  9d  os  d-guonnf  ^nol 
t»mK»Tb  e «j;:v/  »H  ''j^ikjo'jq  orli  Jpprfti^S  mid  fipffeo  ev 
pfi  ^to>w-ffWo  aid  SBUOt  .arnfipib  lo 
ipidrSbiiSP  awoiw  aid  tr^dlf, i^wobfw  vb(ip! « mid  iblpon^b 


'■S^SSP 


Je£^  bns 


bnits  vdcriwb  aid  ni  '-^sa  sd  vri/jffi  wod  ,dO 

jDijido  Ba^iqsd  Pfb  axw  nobuo^aipq  « J«dv£  of  Iir^b.do 
’ f>di  3fi  lOjieb-ii  fecvr  pa^dj  "io  poO  .pmii  r,  lol  b!>n^idife 
v/od  pauod  9dJ  m>  t>avH  odv£  yliirnii  u lo  ^rnod 
dd  >b  stfnoa  oi  igniacruonnu  bnc  ,fio«a^V/  n^doK  ,il/i  yd 
g 5(ff  mpii  dirrib  fc  iwiupTi  d)lf/jd  aid  J^irb  aimYiTi 

Ts>d  t^ahub  bi^ikl -I9V3II  »^n]mom  pauod  jdl  ican 

. r M-v  p eidi  p:4um  oJ  yiBJ? 

a^dapil'n  Ioo'j  ,ai;obd'‘>b  lo  ^fiiicja  fcidT 

lo  ev£;b  ni  ac  .^ibvinl  yJaibb  Yib 
di(i?a  fiobibmr'*"  ,ipnbi«t»  ’‘^je  brujot  *i97y  ipdJ^dV/ 
lUP  fftPii  i>pdaiuKv  •>»{  ,afnii^nb  aid  lo  pno  5k3(iJ  5,  .ion 
Jni>v/  pdi  PI  iaof  auw  bne  jabim 


OR,  MFMORIES  OF  SWEET  VALLEY. 


7 


Something  rather  embarrassing,  and  yet  very  funny  to 
the  irreverent  members  of  our  little  Presbyterian  church, 
es{)eciallv  the  boys  and  girls,  happened  as  a result  ol 
Samuel’s  zeal,  which  I must  tell  you  before  we  leave  him. 
The  services  in  our  little  church  were  held,  in  the  sum- 
mer evenings  before  dark  ; when,  in  those  primitive  times, 
some  of  the  ladies  came  occasionally  with  a nice  calico 
dress  and  a nice  sunbonnet,  (ladies  of  means,  too,)  and 
occasionally  a man  sauntered  in,  minus  his  coat,  looking 
cool  and  comfortable  in  his  sh  rt  sleeves.  We  usually 
lingered  for  a chat  under  the  large  walnut  tree,  which 
stands  in  front  of  Mr.  Reno’s  house  which  was  built  on 
the  site  of  the  old  church.  One  evening,  a young  man 
who  had  been  in  the  neighborhood  for  a short  time,  (and 
left  tou'H  the  next  day,  had  by  some  means  become 
slightly  intoxicated,  and  strolled  into  the  church  yard. 
Quite  a number  of  persons  werfe  gathered  under  the  shade 
of  the  old  fmest  tree,  and  among  them,  our  friend  Samuel, 
who  with  his  usual  zeal,  which  sometimes  was  without 
knowledge,  took  him  into  church.  We  were  a little  flock, 
but  we  had  an  earnest  young  minister,  who  labored  there 
for  many  years,  and  such  voices  to  lead  the  singing  as 
one  fancies  the  angels  have. 

While  most  of  them  have  joined  the  glorious  choir  in 
the  “ New  Jerusalem,  ” there  are  two  of  them  still  in  our 
midst.  On  this  particular  evening,  the  words  of  the 
opening  hymn  rose  clear  and  sweet,  and  were  indelibly 
stam.ped  on  the  minds  of  some  of  the  youthful  worship- 
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ers(?).  After  the  first  few  words  had  been  sung,  the 
young  man  aforementioned,  arose  to  his  feet,  and  clapping 
I his  hands,  said  in  loud  ringing  tones,  “ Bra\  o ! fjrst-rate 
sbiging  ! I’ve  traveled  the  country  all  over,  and  I never 
heard  better  singing!” 

In  spite  of  the  young  minister’s  stern,  “ Be  quiet,  sir  /” 
I he  kept  up  his  applause,  utitil  the  few  quiet  words  whisper- 
ed by  one  of  our  village  doctors  persuaded  him  to  go  out. 
. How  hard  it  was  to  sing  properly  during  such  a scene 

I only  those  taking  part  knew 
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CHAPTER  II. 

For  a number  of  years,  there  was  no  church  building 
in  the  va  ley,  r.nd  when,  the  minister  could  be  se- 
cured, service  was  held-— sometimes  in  the  old  lo^ 
school  house  on  Division  street,  and  sometimes  in  the 
little  brick  school  house  jn  ihe  property  of  Mr.  Shields. 

In  1839,  the  first  Methodist  church  was  built,  at  the 
corner  of  Broad  and  Thorn  streets,  the  site  now  occupied 
by  tlie  beautiful  new  edifice,  built  largely  through  the 
munificence  of  Rev.  Charles  Thorn. 

It  was  built  through  theefforis  of  Rev.  Charles  Thorn. 
Rev.  James  Gray,  Mr.  Jo’m  Garrison,  who  for  many  yen:  s 
was  the  Sunday-school  Superinter.dent,  and  other  zeak  us 
Methodists. 

Mr.  Bruce  Tracy,  now  living  at  a ripe  old  age  in  the 
house  he  then  occupied,  assisted  by  Mr.  Garrison,  buiit 
the  church  ; a very  neat,  comfortable  build’ng.  which  was 
removed  to  Beaver  street  a few  }'ears  ago,  and  is  now  oc- 
cupied by  Mrs.  Campmw  uTo  with  her  good  parents 
often  worshipped  within  its  walls,)  as  dwelling  and  store- 
r :>om.  Within  that  little  church,  some  of  th  most  earnest 
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words  that  ever  fell  from  the  lips  of  a servant  of  God, 
were  the  means  of  leading  multitudes  to  “the  better- 
land.  ” 

Rev.  John  Vv'hite,  (father  of  Judge  White,)  was  the 
first  Pastor,  and  I remember  hearing  him  speak  at  a love- 
feast,  not  long  before  his  death,  of  those  early  times,  and 
some  of  his  after  experiences,  with  such  a ring  of  triumph 
in  his  voice  that  we  felt,  as  we  looked  at  the  man  who 
had  for  so  many  years  “walked  with  God,”  and  led 
others  to  see  the  beauty  of  “ the  narrow  way,”  that  he 
was  like  Simeon,  just  ready  to  say,  “ Lord,  now  lettest  thou 
thy  servant  depart  in  peace,  for  mine  eyes  have  seen  thy 
salvation.” 

ReY.  Charles  Thorn,  who  was  largely  instrumental  in 
building  that  first  church,  is  remembered  as  one  who 
labored  zealously  for  the  spread  of  method  ism,  and  the 
good  of  the  church  at  large,  helping  and  encouraging  the 
feeble  churches  scattered  here  and  there  over  the  country. 
Thorn  chapel  at  Glenfield  was  named  for  him. 

Many  times  he  preached  from  the  pulpits  of  the  old 
churches,  and  among  his  last  thoughts  and  wishes  and 
prayers,  the  prosperity  of  the  church  here  had  a large 
place. 

The  ground  occupied  by  the  M.  K.  chapel,  church 
and  parsonage,  and  ^15,000,  were  donated  by  him  on 
condition  that  the  congregation  contributed  $15,000,  so 
that  a new  church  could  be  built. 

The  beautiful  new  church  is  the  result  of  this  bequest. 
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Mr.  Garrison  was  the  Sunday-school  Superintendent 
and  Mr.  Robert  Glancey  was  Librarian  and  Secretary. 

How  many  of  the  “ boys  and  girls  grown  tall,”  look 
back  with  gratitude  to  the  teachings  ot  Mr.  Garrison  and 
the  band  of  earnest  workers  who  labored  there.  Mr 
Gray,  Mr.  Garrison  and  Mr.  Reno,  were  among  the  early 
class-leaders,  men  whose  houses  were  always  open  to  the 
ministerial  brethren.  Mr.  Gray,  for  a time,  led  two 
classes  every  Sunday;  one  in  the  little  church,  the  other 
in  the  school  house  at  Shields’, 

The  church,  as  was  customary  at  that  time,  was  light- 
ed by  candles,  the  candle  sticks  fastened  on  the  walls  and 
posts  at  the  ends  of  pews.  The  evening  service  was  an- 
nounced to  commence  at  “ early  candle-light,”  and  just 
as  it  began  to  grow  dusk,  the  people  went  flocking  into 
the  church,  not  so  anxious  to  be  sure  the  candles  were 
really  lighted,  as  many  people  in  all  our  churches,  now- 
a-days,  are,  to  be  sure  the  bell  is  done  ringing  before  they 
enter  the  church,  lest  they  might  be  a little  too  early. 
Here  and  there  over  the  church,  some  one  would  start  up 
a familiar  hymn,  in  which  all  heartily  joined. 

This  was  continued  until  the  time  for  the  regular  ser- 
vice to  begin,  making  the  time  a regular  ^^praise-meeting'* 
The  singing  was  a feature  of  the  prayer  meetings  and 
protracted  meetings,  during  the  winter,  that  was  a power 
for  good. 

There  was  no  choir  or  organ  in  those  days,  but  all  the 
people  sang  with  a hearty  good-will. 
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The  leading-  members  took  charge  of  the  lights,  to  see 
that  they  were  kept  “ trimmed  and  burning.’’  Sometimes 
they  became  so  absorbed  in  the  sermon,  that  the  minister 
would  pause  and  say,  “ Will  brother  Gray  please  snuff 
the  candles?”  or  “ Brother  Garrison,  we  would  like  to 
have  a little  more  light '' 

Mrs.  Nancy  Way,  one  of  the  early  Methodists, 
has  a more  lasting  memorial  in  the  hearts  of  a 
grateful  people,  than  even  the  beautiful  memorial 
window  in  the  new  church.  The  sick,  the  suffering 
and  the  poor,  were  all  her  friends  to  be  ministered  unto. 
The  ministers  and  their  families,  w:re  all  her  children,  to 
be  thought  of  and  cared  for.  When  the  wife  of  Rev. 
Sawhill  was  stricken  with  small-pox,  the  whole  neigh- 
borhood was  in  terror.  Mrs.  Way  never  took  a second 
thought  as  to  her  duty  in  the  matter,  but  with  the  heroism 
born  of  the  faith  that  can  remove  mountains  of  danger 
and  difficulty ; and  the  “ perfect  love  that  casteth  out  fear,” 
this  widowed  mother  of  a large  family,  took  her  post  in 
the  sick-room,  soothing,  comforting  and  ministering  to 
the  Wyants  of  the  sufferer. 

Her  quiet,  unruftied  demeanor,  and  the  sweet  expres- 
si\'e  countenance  that  told  of  heaven’s  peace  within,  in- 
spired patience  and  trust  in  the  hearts  of  the  afflicted 
tamily. 

When  the  death  angel  came,  she  closed  the  eyes  and 
1 dded  the  hands  for  the  long  sleep. 

Judge  White,  who  came  to  Sewickley  in  1852,  waas 
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for  more  th-\n  30  years  the  Superintendent  of  the  Sunday- 
school.  His  work  in  this  position  and  in  all  that  con- 
cerns the  g'ood  of  the  church,  is  felt  and  acknowledged. 

His  active  interest  in  every  new  enterprise  for  the 
public  good  is  well  known. 

That  which  comes  to  me  now,  as  a work  that  will  be  a 
lasting  monument  to  his  memory,  had  he  done  nothing 
else,  is  the  town-clock,  which  his  energy  and  liberality 
placed  in  the  tower  of  the  new  Methodist  church.  As 
the  spire  points  us  heavenword  to  the  land  beyond  the 
clouds,  how  fitting  that  our  eyes  returning  to  earth  should 
see  the  hands  pointing  out  the  hour,  reminding  us  that  the 
days  of  probation  in  which  to  prepare  for  that  land  be- 
yond time  and  space,  are  hastening  on. 

As  the  weary  watcher  in  the  sick-room  waits  and 
hopes  for  the  morning,  each  hour  that  is  counted  by  the 
clock  seems  to  say,  “be  patient,  the  morning  which 
endeth  the  pains  and  trials  of  earth,  the  morning  of  joy, 
is  at  hand.” 

Rev.  Robert  Hopkins,  for  many  years  an  active 
worker  in  the  Lord’s  vineyard,  many  times  filled  the  vacant 
pulpit  of  the  M.  E.  church,  during  his  long  residence  here. 

He  was  known  by  everybody,  young  and  old,  his 
tall,  commanding  figure  being  a familiar  sight  on  our 
streets.  Much  of  the  town  was  owned  and  laid  out  in 
lots  by  him.  He  preached  on  his  eightieth  birthday,  and 
it  was  he  who  laid  the  corner-stone  of  the  new  church. 
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The  first  Presbyterian  church  which  occupied  the  site 
of  the  residence  of  Mr.  Reno,  just  across  the  street  from 
the  present  house  of  worship,  was  built  in  1840. 

Rev.  Daniel  E.  Nevin,  the  first  Pastor,  had  been 
preaching-  for  tw^o  years  in  the  school-room  of  Edgeworth 
Seminary,  where  the  church  was  organized. 

The  first  time  Mr.  Nevin  preached  in  the  valley,  there 
being  no  steam-boat  running  that  day,  he  walked  from 
Allegheny.  It  was  a snow'y  day  in  Eebruary. 

After  a few  years  of  faithful  earnest  work  in  the  in- 
fant church  here  and  the  church  at  Fairmount,  which 
shared  his  time  and  labors,  throat  trouble  brought  on 
from  exposure  to  a severe  rain-storm  when  returning  from 
a church  service,  caused  him  to  give  up  both  charges, 
much  regretted  by  his  parishioners. 

Having  taken  charge  some  time  previously  of  the 
Edgeworth  Seminary,  the  Sewackley  people  had  the  com- 
fort of  seeing  and  worshipping  still  wath  him;  but  the 
F'airmouiit  congregation  were  inconsolable  at  his  loss, 
saying,  ‘‘  we  would  rather  have  you,  if  you  were  only  able 
to  sit  in  the  [)ulpit,  than  any  other  minister,” 

His  gentle,  quiet  manner  endeared  him  to  teachers 
and  pupils,  but  ill  health  compelled  him  to  abandon  this 
work  too.  During  the  subsequent  years  of  retirement 
and  literary  w'orK,  he  always  seemed  like  the  beloved  dis- 
ciple, and  his  life  a sermon  fiom  the  text,  “ Little  children, 
love  one  another.” 
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When  Mr.  Nevin  was  locating  here,  having  accepted 
the  charges  of  Fairmount  and  Sewickley,  he  was  ad\'ised 
I by  a friend  to  take  up  his  abode  out  at  Fairmount,  as 
i Sewickley  would  never  he  much  of  a place, 
j Of  the  hrst  three  Sunday-school  Superintendents,  Mr. 

j Allison,  Prof  A.  M.  Reid  and  Mr.  Starr,  who  in  turn 
I served  for  a short  time,  I remember  nothing.  Sunday- 
schools  had  been  held  at  different  places,  but  the  first  one 
connected  directly  with  the  church,  was  started  by  Mr. 
Allison  in  iSgS.  There  were  four  teachers.  Mi.  and  Mrs. 
j Starr,  Prof  Reid,  (now^  Dr.  Reid,  of  Steubenville),  and 
I Mr.  John  Way,  (now  of  New  Lisbon,  Ohio).  The  next 
! Superintendent,  who  tilled  the  position  for  many  years, 
was  the  Principal  of  the  Academy.  Every  Sunday  morn- 
ing he  went  frem  class  to  class,  shaking  hands  with  the 
teachers,  speaking  a kind  word,  or  gently  stroking  the  head 
of  one  and  another  of  the  children,  while  his  face 
• beamed  with  lo\  e and  gor;d  will  to  all.  He  used  to  give 
us  some  of  the  most  helpful  and  instructive  talks  about 
his  previous  life  as  a missionary.  I remember  a sermon 
he  preached,  on  intiuence,  from  the  text,  “No  man  liveth 
u.'.to  himself  ” and  if  ever  a ministc-r  practiced  what  he 
preached,  it  was  Rev.  Joseph  S.  Travelli.  After  his  work 
in  the  Academy  was  finished,  leaving  its  impress,  on  hun- 
dreds, w’ho  are  to-day  scattered  throughout  the  length 
and  breadth  of  our  land,  other  duties  and  cares  were 
taken  up,  for  which  the  days  seemed  all  too  short,  but  he 
never  in  the  midst  of  his  busy  life  lost  sight  ol  his  “boys 
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and  girls.”  Even  when  his  work  at  Riverside,  among 
the  erring  and  depraved  took  so  much  of  his  time  and 
energy,  (a  work  that  made  a good  impression  on  the 
minds  of  many  who  afterwards  led  reformed  and  useful 
lives,)  he  found  time  to  visit  the  sick  and  speak  a word  of 
comfort  to  the  dying. 

Who  can  estimate  the  harvest  of  his  life-work,  as 
Missionary,  Teacher,  Sunday-school  Superintendent,  and 
Friend. 

The  weekly  prayer-meeting,  held  in  the  little  church, 
was  well  attended,  and  all  parties  and  meetings  of  a 
social  nature  were  arranged  so  as  not  to  interfere  with 
ATdnesday  night. 

By  the  light  of  a lantern,  plodding  our  way  through  the 
mud,  sometimes  stopping  to  take  up  an  overshoe  that 
had  been  left  behind,  and  again  (scaping  some  of  the 
mud  by  climbing  a fence  and  going  through  a grassy 
field,  we  reached  the  meeting,  where  all  our  tribiilat  ons 
by  the  way  were  forgotten,  and  we  had  “ a foretaste  ot 
Heaven.’^ 

There  were  not  many  in  the  small  congregation  who 
W'ere  willing  to  take  part  in  conducting  the  meetings,  but 
‘imong  the  few^  wdio  did,  were  two,  wh  never  allowed 
fatigue,  or  a press  of  business  in  store  or  workshop  to 
prevent  their  being  ready  at  the  appointed  hour,  to  go  to 
the  place  of  prayer. 

One  of  them,  a perfect  Nathanael  in  his  guileless  life, 
'■npressing  others  in  his  quaint  remarks  wath  the  real'ty 
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and  beauty  of  his  religion;  the  other,  whose  humble  words 
of  adoration  and  praise  kindled  the  zeal  and  strengthen- 
ed the  faith  of  many  a weak  d sciple.  and  whose  quiet 
deeds  of  charity  and  kindness  caused  many  to  “ rise  up 
and  call  him  blessed  : ” these  two,  obeying  tne  commands 
of  theii  Master  as  they  ministered  to  “ the  necessdies  ol 
the  saints,”  were  united  by  the  bond  of  Christian  love  and 
sympathy. 

As  I remember  then,  lingering  at  the  close  of 
the  meeting  by  the  way-side,  ere  going  to  their 
homes,  earnestly  conversing  of  the  things  ‘‘unseen  and 
eternal,”  I fancy  them  now.  in  the  “ home  beyond.”  re- 
counting the  way  in  which  they  were  led,  and  uniting  in 
the  “ New  Song,”  as  they  rejoice  over  every  soul  gather- 
ed home  from  this  lo\  ed  spot. 

The  Elders  we  rememher  as  serving  in  those  early 
days,  were  Mr.  McLaughlin.  Dr.  Woods  and  ^^r.  Starr; 
faithful,  earnest  devoted,  godly  men.  the  influence  of 
whose  example  is  still  felt  in  our  midst. 

Rev.  David  McKinney.  D.  D..  Editor  of  the  Presbv- 
ieriayi  Banner,  was  long  a resident  here,  and  many  times 
preached  in  both  the  old  and  new  churches. 

For  many  years  after  he  had  grown  old  and  feeble 
and  partially  deaf,  he  occupied  tlie  chair,  near  the  pulpit 
of  the  new  church,  which  had  been  presented  by  the 
members  of  the  congregation,  as  a token  of  love  and 
gratitude. 
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Oh,  how  many  precious  memories  cluster  around  the 
dear  old  church  I Mrs.  Starr  beautifully  expressed  these 
thoughts,  in  the  following  lines: 

THOUGHTS  ON  LEAVING  THE  OLD  CHURCH. 

BY  MRS.  RACHEL  HOOKER  STARR. 

O Thou  whose  uncreated  mind 

Fills  all  the  boundless  realms  of  space, 

By  time,  by  disLance  not  confined, 

Eternity  thy  dwelling-place! 

Thou,  Lord,  earth’s  cornerstone  didst  lay, 

When  morning  stars  together  sung; 

This  earth,  these  heavens  will  pass  away, 

Thy  power  endures — forever  young. 

But  what  is  man,  frail  child  of  dust  ! 

Age  follows  age,  like  wave  on  wave. 

One  moment  gives  him  life  at  first, 

Another  brings  him  to  the  grave. 

The  works  of  art  men  proudly  build. 

Endure  but  a few  fleeting  years, 

Our  lives,  still  shorter,  sooner  filled, 

Our  earth  a vale  of  sighs  and  tears. 

Here  mourn  we  dear,  departed  friends, 

Who  shouted  as  this  temple  rose  ; 

Their  worksof  faith  and  love  remain, 

While  they  are  wrapped  in  calm  lepose. 

They  to  these  walls  impart  a breath, 

And  hark  ! what  is  the  spirit  sound? 

“ O,  be  thou  faithful  unto  death, 

And  thou  shalt  be  in  glory  crowned.” 
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Honor$-(l  and  cou>ecrated  spot, 

Ton'iernory  thou  wilt  still  he  dear; 

Accept  the  tribute  of  the  heart, 

The  parting  sigh,  the  falling  tear  I 

O,  may  the  Heavenly  Dove  still  rest 
With  the  first  guardian  of  this  fold, 

And  be  his  crown,  in  regions  blest, 

Richly  adorned  with  gems  untold. 

O,  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost, 

Thou  One  in  Three  and  'Hiree  in  One, 

Help  Thou  the  watchman  of  our  host. 

To  blow  the  trump  with  certain  sound. 

On  him  may  grace  most  plenteous  fall. 

As  he  on  Zion’s  faithful  waits. 

That  crowds  may,  at  Salvation’s  call. 

Tread  joyful  the  new  temple  gates. 

Three  physicians  are  associated  in  our  minds,  with 
almost  everything  that  concerns  the  early  history  of  Se- 
wickley,  Dr.  Juhn  Dickson,  Dr.  William  Woods  and  Dr. 
Ellis  W.  Worthington. 

Dr.  John  Dickson,  (one  of  the  three  brothers  so  long 
and  widely  known,  as  among  the  leading  physicians  in 
the  country,)  was  born  in  Cecil  County,  Maryland,  April 
24th,  1812.  He  was  of  Scotch  decent.  The  history  of 
his  family  was  connected  with  the  records  of  the  State  for 
many  generations. 

H is  father  removed  to  Clinton  in  1821.  At  the  age 
of  sixteen  he  taught  in  the  public  school,  at  the  same 
time  carrying  on  his  studies,  walking  to  Canonsburg 
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every  Friday  ev'ening  to  recite.  Dr.  Matthew  Brown 
said  of  him,  recognizing  his  ability:  “There  goes  the 

most  promising  young  man  I know;  if  he  lives,  he  will 
make  a great  name  for  himself”  He  began  the  practice 
of  medicine  in  1831,  in  Sewickley.  His  office  was  on 
Beaver  Street,  almost  on  the  spot  now  occupied  by  the 
Baptist  church.  He  was  a member  of  the  Presbyterian 
church,  and  one  of  the  building  committee  for  the  first 
church.  In  1843  he  removed  to  Allegheny. 

When  traveling  through  Europe,  inspecting  hos- 
pitals and  medical  schools,  he  found  the  cholera  raging 
in  Rome,  and  devoted  his  services  to  thesufterers.  Dur- 
ing the  civil  war,  he  gave  himself  to  his  country  whenever 
practicable,  and  went  with  the  volunteer  medical  corps 
to  the  bloody  fields  of  Chickahominy  and  Shiloh 

For  more  than  thirty  years  before  his  death  he  re- 
sided at  Edgeworth,  going  to  the  city  every  day  to 
attend  his  large  practice.  His  duties  in  the  city  did  not 
prevent  his  being  ready  at  all  times,  night  or  day,  to  visit 
the  sick  in  Sewickley  and  the  surrounding  country,  in 
consultation  with  other  doctors,  where  his  kind,  benevo- 
lent face  seemed  always  to  bring  hope  and  comfort. 
There  were  few  better  Botanists  than  he.  To  quote  the 
words  of  another,  “ He  nodded  to  the  4,000  plants  within 
our  floral  region,  as  to  familiar  friends,  and  called  then 
by  their  mines,  as  he  would  the  members  of  his  family.” 
Dr.  William  Woods,  for  many  years  an  Iflder  in  th  ‘ 
Presbyterian  church,  loved  and  honored,  (the  mention 
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ot  whose  name  recalls  some  of  the  most  precious  and  yet 
saddest  memories  of  our  lives,)  was  a kind  neighbor  and 
friend,  as  well  as  physician. 

H;s  quiet,  composed,  gentle  manner,  as  he  strove  to 
prepare  us  for  a {possible  bereax'ement  in  store  for  us,  and 
his  own  firm  faith  and  trust  in  a wise,  unerring  Providence, 
helped  to  stay  the  uprising  of  rebellious  though  is,  as  we 
prayed  for  strength' to  say  “ Thy  will  be  done.” 

He  was  born  in  Allegheny  County,  in  1804,  was  the 
son  of  a minister  of  Scotch  descent.  He  located  in 
Pittsburg  when  he  commenced  to  practice,  and  distin- 
guished himself  for  his  self  sacrificing  devotion  to  the 
sufi'ering  multitude  during  the  cholera  epidemic  in  1832. 

He  came  to  Sewickley  about  1843,  where  he  spent 
almost  the  remainder  of  his  life. 

Dr.  Ellis  \V.  Worthington,  a licensed  Methodist 
preacher,  on  the  circuit  including  New  Brighton  and 
Blackburn,  for  a number  of  years  studied  under  Dr. 
Dickson,  and  decided  to  make  the  practice  of  medicine 
his  life  work. 

When  Dr.  Dickson  reino\’ed  to  Allegheny  in  1843, 
Dr.  Worthington  took  his  office  on  Beaver  Street. 

In  the  midst  of  his  busy  life  as  a physician,  he  was 
always  ready  to  fill  the  pulpit  In  case  of  an  emergency, 
and  was  largely  in  demand  to  officiate  at  weddings  and 
lunerals. 

He  went  to  his  reward  many  years  ago,  and  is  less 
cl  earl  V remembered  than  the  others. 


V . • r -1  1/ 


<i  M-itl  molo  :-;fr>no(i>‘jm  uvhhfx 

^ of  avfirtW  i-l^v-q-Wi 

■ bnB..a«,?K>l^’«»;^:-*^^.;-"  tKiKiiuslKna  nv/oKirf 

wmm  * . ,-S  ni  riTxl  *KW  «H 

lu  hul/iooi  Jiuj<i^  n id’u. 

no  ,’iofbK9'tq 

Snbiiterrr  %.= 

,)9ylJrt  »'R^>«  ,;,no  I«billl  5*  111 

8BV/  f jUiiuq  .-tlJ  lia 

-'M  ai’S™..  ^ „ 


2,8  LIGHTS  AND  SHADOWS  OF  SEWICKLEY  LIFE, 


We  now  have  eight  churches  in  all,  including  Meth- 
odist, Presbyterian,  United  Presbyterian,  Episcopal, 
Catholic  and  Baptist.  The  Methodist  church,  on  Broad 
Street,  the  Presbyterian,  on  Beaver  Street,  and  the 
Catholic,  on  Walnut  Street,  are  the  only  ones  that  have 
bells  to  ring  for  service.  The  one  in  the  tower  of  the 
Presbyterian  church,  rings  thirty,  fifteen  and  five  minutes 
before  each  service.  The  five  minute  bell  is  always 
tolled,  and  many  persons  ask  why  it  is  rung  in  this  way. 
The  explanation  is  this.  Soon  after  Mr.  John  Fleming’s 
death,  the  family  presented  the  bell  for  the  new  church, 
as  a memorial  to  Mr.  Fleming,  and  the  third  bell  is  always 
tolled  as  a tribute  to  his  memory.  It  bears  tbe  following 
inscription : Presented  to  the  Presbyterian  Church  of 
Sewickley,  in  memory  of  John  Fleming,  MDCCCLXX, 
“ Vivos  Voco  Mortuos  Pla7igoV 


CHAPTER  III. 


IN  those  early  days  we  knew  every  one  by  name,  and 
a stranger  on  our  quiet  streets  was  quite  an  event. 

I remember  when  I was  a child,  a neighbor-  who 
often  dropped  in,  and  who  was,  in  her  way,  a wonder  for 
knowing  who  everybody  was,  vhere  they  came  from, 
and  what  was  their  business  ; came  into  the  house  one 
day  and  said,  “ I saw  a strange  woman  go  down  the 
road.  1 wonder  who  she  was?  ” No  one  could  tell  her, 
and  the  conversation  drifted  to  other  things,  when  again 
and  again,  shesaid.  “ I that  woman  was ?” 

Were  she  an  inhabitant  of  our  thriving  town  now,  she 
would  find  herself  in  just  such  a quandary  very  often. 

Our  village  at  that  time,  did  not  boast  of  a Post 
Office.  A mile  and  a half  below  the  village,  a wealthy 
gentleman,  in  a room  of  his  fine  residence,  (^which  after 
the  lapse  of  so  many  years,  stands,  in  its  slightly  re- 
modelled condition,  a comparison  with  modern  dwellings,) 
had  a Post  Office  for  the  accommodation  of  his  friends 
and  the  surrounding  neighborhood.  In  this  way  we  re- 
ceived the  letters  that  came  in  the  days  before  the  cheap 
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postal  system  was  introduced,  like  “ Angels’  visits,  few 
and  far  between.”  The  few  persons  who  went  to  the 
Post  Office  during  the  day,  brought  the  mail  for  the 
neighbors. 

At  that  time  a paper  was  published,  called  “ The 
Amoican  Courier^  wliich  was  published  weekly  in- 
stallments of  a story,  called  “ Linda  Walton;  or,  the  Pilot 
of  the  Belle  Creole,”  by  Mrs.  Caroline  Lee  Hentz.  Like 
a dream,  I remember  how  anxiously  this  paper  was 
looked  for,  and  how  a little  company  eagerly  gathered 
around,  while  one  of  the  crowd  read  aloud  the  thrilling 
story. 

What  a proud  people  we  were,  when  we  had  a Post 
Office  of  our  own,  kept  in  a corner  of  a grocery  store,  by 
a teacher  of  the  old  Academy.  Mr.  John  Way,  (now  of 
New  Lisbon,  Ohio,)  was  appointed  Post-master  in  1S51, 
and  we  thought  we  were  highly  favored  to  receive  one 
mail  a day  ; while  now  it  requires  a number  of  persons 
to  distribute  the  huge  budget  of  mail  matter  that  comes 
to  us  eight  times  a day.  When  Mr.  Wmy  was  quite 
young,  in  1840,  he  walked  from  his  home  at  Edgewortn 
to  Pittsburg,  to  attend  the  Harrison  Convention,  a dis- 
tance of  16  miles,  by  the  Beaver  Road,  winding  around 
the  “ narrows.”  Finding  there  was  no  boat  running  next 
day  to  bring  him  home,  he  walked  back. 

We  owe  the  first  daily  newspaper  delivery  to  Mr.  Way. 

In  1846,  when  he  was  at  the  Academy,  he  and  Mr. 
David  Shields,  of  Leetsdale,  each  receix  ed  a copy  of  the 
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Daily  Chronicle,  by  mail,  the  only  daily  papers  that  came 
to  the  vwlley.  In  1855,  he  engaged  a boy,  and  had  the 
Evening  delivered  throughout  the  village  to 

quite  a number  of  people  : many  of  whom  remember  this 
venture  very  gratefully.  There  is  now  a daily  sale  of  the 
several  morning  andv  evening  papers  of  about  1,000 
copies,  besides  a very  large  sale  of  weekly  papers. 

The  Union  News  stand  at  the  depot,  has  a weekly  sale 
of  about  1,000  papers. 

This  news  stand  is  quite  an  acquisition  to  the  place  ; 
all  the  leading  periodicals  and  magazines  can  be  pro- 
cured there.  The  house  in  wh'ch  the  first  Post  Office 
was  kept,  was  the  thirty-first  house  built  in  Sewickley. 
It  stands  near  the  corner  of  Beaver  and  Walnut  Streets. 

At  the  end  of  the  house,  by  the  side  of  a run,  stood  a 
large  sycamore  tree,  under  whose  friendly  shade  many  a 
happy  hour  was  spent  in  play,  by  the  children  of  the 
neighborhood.  Returnhig,  after  some  years  of  absence, 
and  naturally  looking  for  all  the  old  favored  haunts,  we 
looked  in  vain  for  the  old  sycamore  tree.  Nothing  was  left 
but  the  stump. 

Gazing  with  sorrowful  feelings  at  the  ruin  and  recall- 
ing many  scenes  of  by-gone  days,  it  was  a matter  of  re- 
gret, that  of  all  the  old  play-mates,  now  scattered  here 
and  there,  not  one  had  been  near  to  say  to  the  ruthless 
destroyer. 
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“ Woodman,  spare  that  tree, 

Touch  not  a single  bough  ! 

In  youth  it  sheltered  me. 

And  ITl  protect  it  now.” 

What  an  event  the  building  of  a new  house  used  to 
be.  How  the  neighbors  rejoiced  at-  its  completion,  and  it 
often  happened  that  two  or  three  teams  were  sent,  with 
many  helping  hands,  to  remove  the  household  goods. 

We  ne\'er  thought  of  insulting  the  owners  of  said 
teams  by  offering  money  for  the  use  of  what  was  freely 
offereil. 

A relative  of  mine  had  just  moved  into  a new,  com- 
fortable dwelling,  and  the  doors  were  thrown  cordially 
open  to  friends  and  neighbors  for  a regular  house  warm- 
ing.  Quite  a number  of  persons  from  the  nearest  city 
came  to  join  in  the  merry-making. 

There  were  games  for  those  who  objected  to  dancing, 
by  which  you  will  infer  that  we  did  dance.  Well,  yes  ; 
we  did ! And  in  the  square  and  P'rench  fours  and  Vir- 
ginia lecls,  in  which  our  merry  feet  kept  time  to  the 
music  of  the  violin,  I fancy  we  were  quite  as  harmlessly 
employed  as  those  who  now  take  part  in  the  gymnastic 
exercises,  so  necessary  as  a source  of  physical  training. 

I heard  two  old  friends  talking  the  other  day,  about 
old  times.  One  of  them  had  been  a former’s  daughter, 
and  her  father’s  farm  had  been  a very  fine  one,  and  in 
addition  to  the  apple  and  peach  orchards,  and  rows  of 
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fine  cherry  trees,  there  was  an  abundance  of  blackberries 
in  the  fields. 

. During-  the  conversation,  the  one  who  had  been  a resi- 
dent of  the  village  said  to  her  friend  : “ I remember  one 
day  that  Lizzie  and  1 went  berrying,  and  after  we  had 
filled  our  buckets  and  were  ready  to  come  home,  your 
sister  came  to  call  us  to  dinner.  She  had  killed  chicken 
and  baked  biscuit,  while  we  were  picking  berries.”  Her 
friend  replied,  “ You  don’t  know  how  glad  we  always 
were  to  see  any  of  you  come  for  cherries  or  berries  ; 
the  company  far  more  than  repaid  us  for  the  trouble  of 
getting  dinner.” 

Some  of  the  finest  apple  orchards  you  ever  saw,  were 
to  be  found  in  our  neighborhood. 

What  times  we  boys  and  gnls  had  gathering  apples, 
and  how  we  enjoyed  seeing  the  rich  juice  as  it  was 
squeezed  through  an  immense  press,  kept  in  the  orchaid 
of  the  village  inn,  and  he![)ing  to  pare  the  apples  and  stir 
the  immense  kettles  ot  apple  butter,  which  every  family 
annually  made,  /rhere  were  no  apple-parers  in  those 
days,  and  the  work  of  preparing  the  iip[)les  was  no  small 
matter. 

During  the  winter  evenings  we  were  allowed,  on  con- 
dition of  returning  at  an  early  hour,  to  exchange  visits 
with  our  young  friends,  when  we  cracked  nuts,  ateapyiles 
and  told  wonderful  stoiies. 

I remember  a pretty,  black  ey<‘d  girl  who  took  part 
in  those  narratiw.-^.  She  had  one  trighttiil  story  of  a 
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tra\'eler  who  disappeared  in  a very  mysterious  manner  in 
an  inn  : and  one  night,  just  before  separating,  she  said, 
in  earnest  tones  when  asked  for  her  hair-raising  story  : 
**’  I would  tell  it  to  you,  but  I’d  be  afraid  to  go  home.” 

\\’’e  besieged  her  until  she  did  tell  it  again,  and  then 
we  raised  a little  company  and  took  her  home. 

In  these  days  of  quick  travel  and  transportation,  you 
can  hardly  imagine  what  our  town  was  like  in  the  days  of 
long  ago. 

Droves  of  cattle,  sheep  and  horses,  passed  up  our 
main  streets,  and  would  you  believe  it,  sometimes  a drove 
of  turkeys,  being  taken  in  that  way  Irom  one  city  to 
another.  A drove  of  turkeys  en  route  for  Pittsburg  from 
the  west,  arrived  at  Edgeworth  one  evening  just  at  dusk, 
and  thinking  it  was  time  to  retire  for  the  night,  all  betook 
themselves  to  the  friendly  shelter  of  some  trees  just  across 
the  lane  from  Edgeworth  Seminary.  No  efforts  of  the 
drivers  could  dislodge  them,  and  they  too  were  obliged 
to  seek  shelter  for  the  night,  under  the  roof  of  the  kind- 
hearted  family  owning  the  grounds,  and  next  morning 
proceeded  on  their  way  to  the  city. 

Speaking  of  turkeys  reminds  me  of  a true  story  about 
a boy  who  lived  on  a farm  about  a mile  back  of  the  town. 
The  father  and  mother  of  the  hopeful  youth  were  regular 
church  goers,  and  one  morning  just  as  they  were  starting 
for  church,  a lot  of  turkeys,  of  which  the  house-wife  was 
very  proud,  were  making  for  a field  of  vegetables,  and 
the  father  called  out  to  the  boy  to  dri\-e  them  away,  say- 
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ing,  “Tommy,  take  the  heads  them  turkeys ! ” then 
joining  his  partner,  they  wended  their  way  to  church, 
hoping  Tommy  would  watch  the  turkeys. 

Imagine  their  consternation  when,  on  returning,  they 
found  he  had  literally  taken  off  every  turkey’s  head  but 
one.  At  midnight  the  good  people  commenced  their 
Monday’s  work  and  prepared  the  whole  flock  for  market  ; 
then,  as  soon  as  the  work  was  done  they  took  a journey 
of  fourteen  miles  in  a wagon  to  market,  d'his  fond 
mother’s  ambition  was  to  see  her  son  a minister,  but  as 
he  left  our  town  in  his  boyhood,  we  cannot  say  whether 
he  kept  on  literally  obeying  his  parents  or  not. 

The  road  out  past  Tommy’s  home,  which  is  now  a 
favorite  drive  in  summer,  was  at  that  time  the  route  often 
taken  by  sleighing  parties.  A great  wagon-bed  was  filled 
with  straw  and  placed  on  i n immense  sled,  and  into  it 
were  packed  from  twelve  to  twenty  boys  and  girls,  and 
away  we  went;  shouting  and  laughing  and  sometimes 
singing  a merry  song,  unmindful  of  oft-repeated  orders  to 
keep  our  mouths  shut  in  the  frosty  air.  In  those  days 
of  old-fa>hioned  winters,  we  had  a great  deal  of  snow, 
and  plenty  of  fine  coasting  down  hill  on  the  outskirts  of 
the  town  ; the  long  pull  up  hill  being  far  more  than  repaid 
by  the  ride  down.  I remember  that  one  winter  those 
who  had  a distance  to  come  to  church,  who  had  sleighs, 
or  the  aforementioned  sleds,  had  the  pleasure  of  using 
them  thirteen  Sundays  in  succession,  and  during  a pro- 
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tracted  meetings  in  the  Methodist  churdi,  the  people  came 
from  miles  out  in  the  country  every  night.  . 

The  first  school- house  used  in  the  place  was  an  old 
log-house,  the  one  mentioned  as  being  used  for  church- 
service  by  the  different  denominations  before  there  was 
a church  in  the  place.  There  are  very  few  persons  left 
in  the  village  who  remember  anything  about  going  to 
school  there. 

The  school-house,  remembered  by  many  of  the  men 
and  women  as  the  place  where  the  foundation  for  their 
education  was  laid,  is  the  old  brick  building  at  the  corner 
of  Lincoln  and  Centennial  Avenues. 

A large  structure  now  accommodates  the  hundreds  of 
children  who  daily  fill  its  rooms,  in  answer  to  the  call  ot 
the  bell.  New  methods  of  instruction  have  been  intro- 
duced, but  I doubt  if  you  can  find  among  them  harder 
students,  or  those  who  enjoy  the  games  on  the  play- 
grounds more,  than  ihe  scholars  of  our  old  school-house. 
Many  of  them  have  gone  abroad  to  fill  places  of  honor 
and  trust  in  the  world,  and  still  others  whose  lives  have 
seemed  one  long  day  of  toil  and  trial,  have  filled  the 
places  of  those  of  whom  it  is  said,  They  also  serve,  who 
only  stand  and  wait.” 

As  the  years  passed  on,  younger  boys  and  girls  took 
the  places  of  those  who  had  left,  to  whom  the  old  school- 
house  became  very  dear.  What  wonderful  exhilfitions 
these  scholars  used  to  get  up,  when  the  school-house 
would  be  growded  to  tbe  door,  the  youthful  performers 
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arrayed  in  inobt  wonderful  costumes.  Just  before  my 
minds  eye  there  comes  the  picture  of  a youth,  one  of  the 
best  managers  and  most  active  in  getting  up  these  enter- 
tainments, as  he  appeared  in  a dialogue,  crowned  with  a 
wonderful  wig,  as  he  personated,  to  tiie  life,  the  character 
of  a fine-looking  old  gentleman. 

I remember  nothing  of  that  dialogue  but  this  charact- 
er— the  tc/g,  perhaps,  being  such  a wonder  in  its  way, 
helps  to  account  for  this.  School-days  have  vanished, 
the  youth  has  grown  to  manhood,  and  I wonder  if,  when 
he  leaves  the  sanctum  where  his  editorial  notes  are  penned 
for  a fashionable  city  paper,  and  returns  to  wife  and 
children  in  his  rural  home,  he  ever  tells  them  of  the  jolly 
times  “we  scholars’’  used  to  have  in  the  old  school- 
house. 

Another  of  these  youthful  performers,  a born  artist, 
who  had  a penchant  for  “making  his  mark”  at  a very 
early  day  as  an  artist, — as  school-books,  as  well  as  doors 
and  windowsills  at  home  could  testify  — has,  by  his  apt 
illustrations  in  New  York  and  other  papers,  helped  to 
educate  and  dispel  the  blues  from  the  minds  of  his  old 
school  mates.  While  his  fame  has  become  world-wide, 
and  many  persons  at  home  and  abroad  have  been  proud 
to  do  him  honor,  nowhere  did  he  and  his  work  receive 
a warmer  welcome  than  during  the  reception  accorded 
him  last  winter  in  Carnegie  Art  Gallery,  where  he  exhi- 
bited some  200  of  his  original  beautiful  drawings  of  life 
and  character,  in  many  parts  of  the  world  he  has  visited — 
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Enoland,  France,  Spain,  Germany  and  his  own  country, 
the  reproduction  of  which  in  the  pages  of  prominent 
magazines  and  art  publications,  has  afforded  a rich  treat 
to  lovers  of  the  beautiful  throughout  the  world. 

* Here  also  was  to  be  seen  his  magnificent  life-size 
painting,  “ Washed  ashore,  ’ which  has  been  accorded 
so  much  praise  and  honor,  both  here  and  abroad,  and 
which  places  him  unquestionably  high  in  the  niche  of 
Fame. 

About  the  time  the  concerts  to  raise  a fund  for  the 
organ  for  the  new  Presbyterian  church,  (which  has  done 
duty  about  twenty-eight  years,)  were  given,  by  the 
really  fine  talent  possessed  by  many  of  our  people,  afford- 
ing a real  treat  to  those  who  rarely  visited  the  city  or  at- 
tended a public  performance  of  any  kind,  a concert  was 
given  by  the  children  under  the  management  of  Professor 
Cornelius,  who  had  singing  classes  for  both  old  and 
young. 

A little  dark-eyed,  curly-haired  girl,  who  was  a leading 
singer  among  the  little  ones,  is  now’  the  wife  of  a far- 
famed  organist ; and  her  own  rich,  cultivated  voice,  has 
again  and  again  delighted  large,  cultured  audiences. 

The  quiet,  composed,  perfectly  self-possessed  manner 
with  which  she  sang  to  the  large  crowd  of  friends  and 
relatives,  the  song, — 

“ What  fairy-like  music 
Steals  over  the  sea.” 
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winch,  after  all  these  years  I seem  to  hear  her  sweet  voice 
still  carrollin^  through  the  little  old  church,  was  pro- 
phetic of  the  ease  and  power  with  which  she  has  olten- 
times  since  sang;  to  crowded  houses  in  the  different  halls 
and  churches  of  Pittsburgh  and  vicinity. 

During  the  past  summer,  while  with  the  family,  en- 
joying the  Lake  breezes  at  a summer  resort,  she  sang  for 
the  pleasure  of  friends  at  the  hotel ; and  many  times  by 
request  in  the  church.  Realizing  that  her  w^onderful 
voice  is  a God  given  lalent,  she  uses  it  in  His  service. 

Mrs.  Gazzam's  private  school  on  Thorn  Street,  wdiere 
Miss  Rowan’s  school  now  is,  is  remembered  wath  pleasure 
by  many  persons. 

I think  one  of  the  old  pupils  voiced  the  sentiment  of 
all  who  remember  that  as  their  first  school,  when  she  said, 
lately — “Everybody  lo\  ed  Mrs.  Gazzam.”  I remember 
as  some  of  her  pupils,  Hannah  Nevin,  Lidie  Nevin,  Mary 
and  Susie  Hopkins,  Mary  Woods,  Laura  Reinhart, 
Annie  Jones,  Milly  Shields  and  Birdie  Dickson. 

While  her  school- work  endeared  her  to'the  hearts  of 
her  pupils,  she  is  ren^iembered  by  many  others  as  en- 
gaged in  every  good  work. 

Our  old  school  houses  have  been  replaced  by  new 
ones ; our  old  churches  have  gi\'en  way  to  new  and  costly 
structures  ; our  once  dark  aiwl  muddy  streets  are  paved 
and  brilliant  with  electric  lights  ; many  improvements 
have  been  made  f:>r  the  pleasure  and  comfort  of  the 
people,  and  yet  there  are  those  in  our  midst  who  think 
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“the  former  times  were  better  than  these,”  and  long  and 
sigh,  alas  I in  vain  for  their  return.  The  following 
words  find  an  echo  in  the  hearts  of  such  ; 

“Afar  o’er  the  hill-top  the  day,  robed  in  splendor, 

Comes  forth  like  a queen  Irom  the  realms  of  the  sun  ; 

And  the  valleys  uplift  the  white  veil  of  their  slumber, 

To  welcome  the  dawn  of  a day  just  begun. 

The  dew-spangled  lawn  and  the  glittering  forest, 

Drop  gems  at  my  feet  and  o’cr-jewel  my  head. 

But  I long  for  the  freshness  and  joy  of  the  mornings. 

That  came  with  the  beautiful  days  that  are  dead. 

“ The  sweet  vanished  days  that  went  out  with  the  sunset. 
Shall  find  me  alone  in  the  land  of  my  dreams 

With  the  friends  and  the  songs  and  >'he  flushes  of  gladness* 
And  your  skies  mirrored  fair  on  the  silvery  streams. 

Shall  the  heart  never  morn  for  a song  that  is  silent. 

When  the  sweetest  of  harmonies  o’er  it  are  shed  ; 

Shall  the  dark  buried  past  find  no  bright  resurrection, 

Shall  eternity  bring  back  the  days  that  are  dead?’’ 


p'  ■ 


CHAPTER  IV. 

\A7hex  Sewickley  was  laid  out,  Division  Street, 
’ ^ which  divided  the  two  farms  which  included  all 
that  is  now  known  as  Sewickley  Borough,  was  one  (d'the 
principal  streets.  It  extended  from  the  grounds  now 
known  as  Fleming’s  grove,  to  the  grounds  owned  by 
Mr.  Osborn,  on  Bank  Street. 

At  the  lowest  termination  of  this  street,  a plot  of 
ground  w'as  given  to  be  a free  grave -yard  for  the  town. 

There  was  very  little  rambling  about  on  Sunday  in 
those  early  times,  but  we  often  on  Sunday  Summer  after- 
noons went  to  that  old  grave-yard,  sometimes  reading 
our  Sunday-school  books  under  the  shade  of  the  old 
trees,  and  never  failing  to  read  all  the  inscriptions  on  the 
j old  tomb  stones,  on  which  were  many  scripture  verses. 
It  was  a beautiful  spot,  with  its  lovely  evergreen  trees, 
and  there  is  associated  with  its  memories  nothing  of 
dread  or  fear,  but  the  place  seems  even  now'  to  be  hal- 
lowed ground.  The  other  burial  spot  was  just  back  of 
the  old  Presbyterian  church,  not  used  in  such  early  times 


,100  t>tE!'‘  l<5W  vaWows?. 


'iij*  Wwbni  iloril-w  «rtii4  bsfei ''‘t*  . 

ttnr  ,ttS«owa  •*  •"®"  *'  *7 

^on  /"H  bobn.ix..  »1  .B10.U* 

b^»o  BbmwTS  «li  «»  .»w«  """ 


i aft  nv/<wr/i 

,jo9nia‘s(li«a  «o\rtwlaO  .it^- 
M Klki  S 4wI8  Sirii  1o  rwMJBnitrml  ‘Jao’wol  sdl  lA 

. \ . o<?*ir  Infill 


iV^I  ,ir  w.---  ^ 

,ov«v.  9.li,io)  bw<.9V*TS  « ••'"  ^ 9?-"3 
w yiiteiue  rw  JockIk  yinWfnei  sbii!  y-i3v  <rsw  awrlT., 


fW  YliWiw'C-.:  tiV  ^ ^ , 

-imU  lymmoa  XEbm.a  no  nsflo  o«  Jud 
IH^jmibraT  wmifomo.  .bisy-ovsi^  bio  Jsib  oi  »n>w 

iy«>  9dJ*1o'‘3b«k  -Jfll  i-»bno  e-ilood  loodsa  tKbnoa  n«> 

,((1  no  enoixiiToani  3rfi.,UB  b*w  o>  •8«»*a  ■»■««  •»/*'*  '7?* 
swiaiw  ^<%r,-u  ,w(K.«dmoJ  bio 

.bIsiJ  0WS1OV3  *■'"  >«’')«  B er.»  Jl 

to  ^(niiijoo  *9i-K5fif>m  aJi  hsHiioo«iK*  « »'’■>'»  '"* 

-birf  *),oritfolJ  jtiovtj  fsotos^^  ooBlq  »dl  JiiJ  i°  7’” 

y>r.d  l.oi  *BW  ioq«  r«hod  Wk>  oHT 
»imi  x«S'«bM  oi  Jmi.  too  *" 


«a 


56  LIGHTS  AND  SHADOWS  OF  SEWICKLEY  LIFE, 


as  the  other,  and  yet  many  precious  ones  were  laid  to 
rest  there. 

In  i86o,  a site  was  chosen  for  a cemetery,  to  which 
after  a time  the  silent  inhabitants  of  the  two  grave-yards 
were  removed. 

November  ist,  i860,  was  the  day  appointed  for  the 
dedication  of  the  cemeteiy. 

It  was  a lovely,  bright  day,  although  so  late  in  the 
season.  A platform  had  been  erected  and  seats  prepared 
for  the  large  company  that  assembled. 

The  exercises  were  commenced  by  a short  prayer 
by  Rev.  J.  S.  Travelli.  A hymn  was  sung,  and  an  ad- 
dress delivered  by  Rev.  Henry  Baker,  of  the  Methodist 
church.  After  this  address,  a hymn  was  sung,  composed, 
music  and  words,  by  our  talented  townsman  Mr.  R.  P. 
Nevin,  whose  music  and  speeches  had  helped  to  inspire 
the  leaders  in  many  a political  campaign.  Ah  ! how 
many  of  the  young  men  w'hose  voices  united  with  his  in 
the  memorable  Fremont  song,  are  now'  silently  sleeping 
in  that  city  of  the  dead,  and  yet  they  are  forever  young, 
tuning  their  voices  in  nobler  strains. 

A dedicatory  prayer,  by  Rev.  James  Allison,  and  the 
benediction,  by  Rev.  John  White,  closed  the  exercises. 
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DEDICATORY  HYMN. 

BY  ROBERT  P.  NF.VIN,  ESQ. 

As  pilgrims,  on  the  barren  \\  aste 
Of  dreary  desert — ■sands  astray, 

With  anxious  heed  and  earnest  quest 
Anticipate  the  doubtful  way. 

And,  timely,  with  the  ni  ht  in  view, 

Seek  ere  the  day  leans  to  its  clo>e — 
Thoughtful  of  ease  through  toils  yet  due — 
Choice  stead  for  shelter  and  repo>e  ; 

Here,  followers  through  a wilderness 
Of  paths  uncertain  and  remote. 

While  we  a kindred  aim  confess, 

A kindred  care,  Lord  we  devote  ; 

To  meet  the  need  that  lies  beyond. 

And  harl)or  seek  to  shield  us  best, 

When  life’s  last  task  of  s rvice  owned, 

We  gather  to  our  final  rest. 

Thanks  to  thy  name.  Almighty  One  ! 

For  the  sure  promise  thou  dost  deign, 
That  the  deep  slumbers  just  begun, 

Shall,  waiting  cease,  not  wait  in  vain  ; 
That  darkness,  silence,  and  the  pause 
Of  still  oblivion  shall  have  end, 

And  fair  above  the  night’s  stern  aw'es, 

The  dawn  of  a new  morn  ascend. 

Sleep — only  sleep  ; no  ruder  doom  ; 

No  vital  w rest  w iih  w rest  of  breath  ; 

No  bane,  suppressless,  to  consume. 

Nor  death — as  doubters  dream  of  death  ! 
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Sleep — only  sleep  ; shut  for  a space 

From  the  world’s  troublous  sphere  of  strife, 

I'o  make,  regenerate,  heirs  through  grace. 

Of  resurrection  and  of  life  ! 

Thus  with  the  rapturous  faith  at  heart. 

That  challenges  distrust  and  fear. 

Stayed  by  the  pledge  thy  words  impart, 
l.ord,  we  approach  thy  presence  here! 

Own  thou  our  mission,  hear  our  plea, 

That  this  our  chosen  camp  of  rest, 

Protected  by  thy  watch  may  be. 

And  by  thy  generous  favor  blest ! 

Forever  be  these  shelters  sure. 

Warded  from  peril  and  from  harm, 

These  sylvan  solitudes  secure 

From  rude  obtrusion  and  alarm  ; 

Forever  hallowed,  nor  profaned. 

And,  by  our  rite  devoutly  paid. 

Be  thou  the  warrant!  hence  ordained 
Forever  sacred  to  the  dead  ! 

Hon.  D.  N.  White,  while  he  was  indentified  with  all  ■ 
the  public  interests  of  the  place,  deserves  especial  men- 
tion in  connection  with  this  cemetery.  He  was  the  very 
founder  of  it,  its  Superintendent;  and  did  more  than  any 
one  else  to  make  it  the  beautiful  place  it  is.  With  a will 
that  surmounted  all  obstacles,  he  toiled  on  in  this  work, 
sure  of  the  success  that  at  last  crowned  his  efforts. 

His  death  removed  one  of  Sewickley’s  best  men. 

. As  time  sped  on,  new  houses  have  sprung  up  in  many 
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places,  many  more  families  had  come  to  settle  here,  and 
new  faces  were  seen  on  our  streets.  What  a feeling  of 
prosperity  and  security  there  was.  How  proudly  fathers 
and  mothers  looked  upon  the  children  in  their  homes, 
and  with  what  a fond  hope  for  the  future  did  they  think 
of  the  sons  and  daughters  grown  to  maturity. 

When  the  civil  war  broke  out,  it  seemed  hardly  pos- 
sib'e  that  any  of  “ our  bovs  " would  be  called  to  go  ; but, 
as  the  cloud  grew  blacker  and  the  conflict  waged  fiercer, 
a company  was  organized  and  the  boys  began  drilling. 
The  new  Presbyterian  church,  which  was  just  roofed  and 
floored,  was  used  for  this  purpose,  and  night  after  night, 
parents  and  sisters,  sweethearts  and  friends,  gathered  in 
as  spectators 

The  Sunday  before  the  comp  my  left  to  be  mustered 
into  service,  they  attended  morning  service  in  the  Presby- 
terian church,  and  evening  service  in  the  Methodist. 

Tn  the  evening,  as  they  walked  two  by  two  up  the 
aisle  to  their  allotted  pews,  the  congregation  sang, 

“ There  is  rest  for  the  weary,” 

On  the  forenoon  of  the  day  they  left,  July  6th,  i86r, 
they  assembled,  in  company  with  many  friends,  in  the 
Presbyterian  church,  when  beautiful  swords  were  present- 
ed to  Captain  Meyers  and  Lieutenants  Shields  and  Nevin. 

The  presentation  speech  was  made  by  J.  W.  F. 
White,  Esq. 

Each  man  in  the  company  was  at  the  same  time  pre- 
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seiited  with  a New  Testament,  and  addressed  in  appro- 
priate terms  by  Rev.  James  Allison. 

They  took  the  afternoon  train  for  the  city,  to  go  from 
thence  to  Philadelphia.  That  day  was  one  never  to  be 
forgotten.  With  breaking  hearts,  amid  forced  smiles  and 
many  tears,  the  relatives  an<l  friends  bade  them  goOd-bye. 

“Brave  boys  were  they, 

Gone  at  their  country’s  call ; 

And  yet,  and  yet  we  could  not  forget. 

That  many  brave  boys  must  fall.” 

They  left  Pittsburg  the  same  afternoon  for  Philadel- 
phia, and  were  mustered  into  service  July  i ith. 


MUSTER  ROLL  OF  SEWICKLEY  COMPANY. 

Captain,  Conrad  U.  Meyer. 

First  Lieutenant,  William  C.  Shields. 

Second  Lieutenant,  John  I.  Nevin. 

Orderly  Sergeant,  W.  R.  Stokes, 

First  Sergeant,  George  Grady. 

Second  Sergeant,  James  O’Rourke. 

Third  Sergeant,  Robert  M.  Irwin. 

Fourth  Sergeant,  Nicholas  Way. 

First  Corporal,  John  D.  Tracy. 

Second  Corporal,  James  Cooper. 

Third  Corporal,  T.  J.  Hamilton. 

Fourth  Corporal,  James  D.  Travelli. 

F’ifth  Corporal,  Wm.  Cameron. 

Sixth  Corporal.  Albert  Moore. 

Seventh  Corporal,  Luther  N.  Guy. 
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Eighth  Corporal,  Samuel  B.  McKowrx, 
Fifer,  Abraliam  McCray. 

Dinmmer,  Alexander  Ingram. 
Wagoner.  Philip  Emmert. 

Wagoner,  John  Trunick. 


Joseph  Ball, 

Wm.  Lucas, 

E.  Bendf^nburg, 

Thomas  A.  Linn, 

W.  K.  Boyle, 

Patrick  Malone, 

Benjamin  Bryan, 

John  Marlatt, 

John  T.  Boyle, 

John  Moore, 

Peter  Conway, 

Joseph  Moore, 

George  Carson. 

P.  W.  Miller, 

Wm.  Callahan, 

John  McDonough, 

Henry  Chessman, 

John  McElheny, 

Barney  Connolly, 

A.  McFadden, 

Stephen  Conwell, 

Wm.  McGahen, 

John  B.  Crownover, 

Patrick  McGilley, 

J.  B.  Cochran, 

Wm.  McKindley, 

John  S.  Dickson, 

Wm,  McClintock, 

John  Donahoe, 

James  Nugent, 

James  Dalzell, 

Daniel  Norris, 

H.  H.  Doyle, 

Adam  Ocks, 

Wm.  Dugdale, 

John  O’Connor, 

George  Davis, 

Albert  Person, 

Albert  TCarle, 

John  Park, 

Nelson  Edwards, 

James  Richey, 

Bernard  Friel, 

Charles  Richey, 

James  Grady, 

Henry  Rhodes, 

W.  R.  Gibson, 

F.  G.  Sherbourn, 

James  Grimes, 

V Thomas  Smith, 

Benjamin  Grimes, 

Patrick  Smith, 

A.  J.  Gray, 

T-ltomas  Smith, 

Wesley  Hamilton, 

Moses  Sherman, 

P.  A.  MEYER. 


C.  U.  MEYER. 


A.  MOORE. 


S.  B.  McAOiVN. 


R.  M.  ERW  IN. 


J,  MOORE. 
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Alexander  Hill, 
James  Hard, 


J.  R.  Hendrickson, 
J.  L.  Hendrickson, 
Lawrence  Hackett, 


Jacob  Sherman, 
Charles  Thrasher, 
Wm.  Taylor, 
George  Thornburg, 


W.  H.  Hutson, 
P.  S,  C.  Hough, 
Oliver  Johnson, 
Robert  Johnson, 
Wm.  Johnson, 
Leonard  Kolp, 
R.  H.  Kelly, 


John  Trunick, 
Joseph  Vogler, 
W.  H.  Wilson, 
Jacob  Walbert, 
Wm.  Wharton, 


Archie  Wharton, 


Wm  Wardrop, 
John  Welsh. 


'In  a letter  dated  August  8th,  i86i,  one  of  the  boys 
said,  writing  from  Caiu[)  (^eary,  Sandy  Hook,  Md. : 

“ We  have  now  been  under  canvas  four  weeks,  and  if 
I may  judge  from  that  small  term  of  experience  I think 
the  evils  of  camp  life  ha\  e been  greatly  exaggerated  by 
anxious  friends  at  home  and  again,  “ The  progress  of 
our  regiment  from  Tamp  Coleman  to  the  southern  con- 
fines of  Pennsylvania,  was  a constant  ovation.  When  we 
entered  the  cars  for  Pahimore  at  Phil.idelphia,  the  people 
thronged  us  with  |)rotuse  otterings  of  bread,  butter, 
cheese,  coffee,  etc.  ; l».ire  headed  women  came  up,  press- 
ing  upon  our  acce{>iance  their  eager  gifts,  until,  with  all, 
our  stuffed  and  crammed  Itaversacks  could  contain  no 
more. 

Strangers  shot>k  rmr  hands  like  r»ld  friends,  and  with 
tears  in  their  eyes,  in\"ked  tauls  benediction  upon  us 
and  our  mission. 
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This  scene  was  repeated,  on  a smaller  scale,  at  every 
station. 

You  can  imagine  the  influence  of  such  a valedictory 
upon  impressionable  young  men,  gathered,  like  those  of 
our  company,  from  country  villages.  The  remembrance 
of  such  farewell  scenes,  serve  to  hedge  around  the  soldier’s 
heart,  with  a strong  sense  of  the  sacredness  of  his  cause, 
and  really,  I believe,  to  shield  him  in  some  measure, 
against  evils  otherwise  considered  inseparable  from  camp- 
life. 

The  scenery  around  our  encampment  here  is  grand 
and  beautiful. 

Lofty  mountains  fling  their  shadows  down  upon  us, 
and  send  us  grateful  breezes,  while  at  our  feet  flows  the 
narrow  Potomac  ; — at  our  feet,  figuratively  speaking,  for  it 
is  really  inaccessible  to  us,  as  our  pickets  forbid  all  ap- 
proaches to  its  cool,  inviting  waters.” 

Thoughts  of  the  absent  soldiers  were  mingled  with 
the  duties  of  every  hour ; anxious  thoughts  as  to  their 
comfort  and  privileges.  Their  vacant  places  in  the  differ- 
ent churches  to  which  they  belonged,  suggested  the 
thought  that  they  were  deprived  of  all  religious  privi- 
leges, but  some  of  the  words  written  by  one  of  our 
soldiers  in  a southern  camp,  seemed  to  answer  and 
set  at  naught  this  anxiety : 
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’Tis  not  alone  within 

The  gorgeous  fane,  rich  with  the  blazonry 
Of  man’s  device,  that  God  is  to  be  found  ; 

He  heard  the  humble  suppliants  cry  alike 
From  land  and  flood — from  burning  desert  waste, 
And  from  amid  the  icy  battlements 
That  glitter  ’neath  the  Arctic  skies.  He  hears 
H is  children’s  cry  from  leafy  mount  and  from 
The  quiet  vale,  where  every  Sabbath  morn 
The  voice  of  prayer  and  melody  is  heard 
Amid  the  whispering  trees,  that  seem  the  while 
To  listen  by  the  rippling  stream  unto 
Each  thrilling  strain. 

God’s  church  is  in  the  camp  ! 

Blest  thought,  that  half  obliterated  the  pang 
Of  separation  from  the  dear  ones  far  away; 

That  lightens  all  the  soldier’s  toils  ; 

That  soothes  his  sorrows,  and  that  makes  him  look 

Unfearing  in  a holy  cause,  upon 

The  race  of  danger  and  of  death!  Blest  thought  1 

Triumphantly  it  floats  on  angel  wings 

Above  the  bristling  bayonet’s  flash,  the  roll 

Of  battle-must’ring  drum,  the  booming  roar 

Of  cannon,  and  the  clash  of  arms  within 

The  battle’s  dead  affray  ! 

Shut  out  from  all 

The  world,  afar  from  home,  with  no  kind  voice 
To  charm  the  lonely  hour,  no  loving  hand 
To  soothe  him  on  his  couch  of  pain,  no  ear 
To  listen  to  his  last  faint  words  in  death. 

Where  shall  the  soldier  look  for  hope,  for  peace  and 
comfort  there  ? 
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Thank  God  ! religJon  is 

Not  bound  ; ’tis  free  as  air  of  heaven  ! Where’er 
Life's  pulses  throb  through  fe^iling,  liuman  hearts, 

Its  sweet  and  holy  power  is  felt.  It  comes 
Unto  the  camp,  where  iron-hearted  men 
Have  gathered  at  their  country’s  call  to  fight 
For  Justice,  Home  and  Liberty  ; and  hearts 
Which  never  felt  its  influence  before. 

Are  brought  in  a mysterious  way  to  feel  ^ 

And  own  its  blessed  sway. 

Henceforth  the  camp. 

Divested  of  its  former  character 

For  vice  and  immorality,  shall  be  ... 

Redeemed  unto  the  cause  of  virtue  ; 

While  men  shall  stronger,  purer,  better  grow 
Within  its  school  of  patience,  manly  toil 
And  danger.” 

Long  letters  from  home,  and  many  tokens  of  remem- 
brance, many  articles  of  food  to  vary  their  plain  fare, 
and  articles  of  clothing,  were  sent  by  those  at  home. 

A band  of  girls,  under  the  leadership  of  Miss  Rebecca 
Way,  met  in  the  Presbyterian  church  week  after  week  to 
sew  flannel  shirts  for  the  boys — and  many  a heart  sick 
longing  sigh  and  anxious  thought  were  given  to  those 
who  were  risking  their  lives  under  “ the  starry  banner,” 
while  they  strove  to  cheer  each  other  in  their  work.  How 
we  miss  the  bright  smile  and  kind  words  ol  this,  one  of 
the  noblest  and  best  of  women,  who  gave  herselt  so  untir- 
ingly to  work  for  the  soldiers,  since  the  Master  called  her 
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‘'up  higher:”  but  the  fragrance  of  her  holy  life  still 
lingers. 

Mrs.  Gazzain  was  another  one  w^hose  prayers  and 
time  and  strength,  were  given  to  the  soldiers.  In  com- 
pany with  a young  friend,  she  walked  to  “ Fail  Oaks  ” 
from  Sewickley  every  month,  collecting  by  the  w^ay,  the 
sum  great  or  small,  that  each  person  w'as  willing  to  give 
to  help  buy  food  and  clothing  for  our  own  and  other 
soldiers. 

Many  other  noble  w'omen  gave  themselves  to  this 
“ labor  of  love.” 

The  first  death  in  Com.pany  G,  Sewickley  Rifles,  was 
that  of  Jackson  Gray,  just  six  months  from  the  day  he 
left  Sewickley.  A daily  paper  contained  the  following 
notice  : 

“ Died. — At  Camp  Goodman,  Point  of  Rocks,  Md.,. 
January  6th,  1862,  Private  A.  Jackson  Gray,  Co  G.,  28th 
Regiment  Pennsylvania  Volunteers. 

At  a meeting  of  the  company,  the  following  resolu- 
tions were  adopted : 

Resolved,  That  we,  his  fellow  soldiers,  tender  our  sincere 
sympathies  to  his  family,  in  their  bereavement, — for,  as  they  have 
lost  an  affectionate  son  and  brother,  so  have  we  lost  a kind  and 
cheerful  comrade,  and  our  country  a good  man  and  true. 

Resolved,  'I'hat  although  he  was  denied  the  death  that  a 
soldier  covets — that  of  the  battle-held — and  suffered  that  which 
alone  he  shrinks  from — a death  by  disease,  far  from  home, — yet  he 
did  iiis  duty,  fought  long  and  well  against  the  hardships  of  the 
\v  intry  picket,  and  gave  up  his  young  life  for  his  country  as  glor- 
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iously  and  well  as  those  who  have  the  privilege  of  dying  for  it  on 
the  field  of  glory;  for  ‘They  also  serve  who  only  stand  and 
wait.’  ” 

The  news  of  this  death  seemed  to  touch  the  hearts  of 
the  people  and  lead  them  to  work  more  and  pray  more 
for  those  who  were  left,  during  the  months  of  suffering 
and  anxiety  that  followed. 

How  eagerly  the  daily  paper  was  looked  for,  and  with 
what  fear  and  dread,  after  the  news  of  a battle,  were  the 
lists  of  “ Killed,  wounded  and  missing  ” eagerly  scanned. 
Sometimes  it  was  laid  aside  with  a prayer  of  thanksgiving 
that  the  dear  one  had  been  spared,  and  again  it  was 
cast  aside  with  a bitter  wail  of  anguish,  and  a cry  for 
strength  to  the  God  of  battles,  for  grace  to  say,  “ Thy 
will  be  done  ; ” as  the  records  revealed  the  fact  that 
heart  and  home  were  made  desolate. 

What  a crushing  blow  was  that  which  fell  upon  us, 
when  the  news  came  that  at  the  battle  of  Antietara,  four- 
teen months  after  the  company  had  left  home,  in  addi- 
tion to  many  wounded,  three  of  the  boys  had  been  killed. 

Of  all  the  dark  days  of  that  cruel  war,  of  the  many 
trying  scenes  through  which  the  people  passed ; none 
eft  so  deep  a shadow  as  the  one  on  which  the  bodies  of 
Jan  es  D.  Travelli,  John  Dickson  Tracy,  and  William  C. 
Richey,  were  brouglu  home  and  buried  in  our  new 
cemetery — three  boys  who  left  home  that  bright  day  in 
July,  hoping  soon  to  return.  Services  were  held  in  the 
Presbyterian  church,  which  was  crowded  to  overflowing. 
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The  services  were  introduced  by  singing  a part  of  the 
hundredth  Psalm,  after  which  a portion  of  Scripture  was 
read  by  the  Rev.  A.  Williams,  D.  D.  Prayer  was  offered 
by  the  Rev.  David  McKinney,  D.  D.,  followed  by  an  ad- 
dress by  Rev.  L.  R.  McAboy,  D.  D.,  and  another  by 
Rev.  James  Allison,  Pastor  of  the  Presbyterian  church. 
Rev.  Robert  Hopkins  then  offered  a prayer,  which  was 
followed  by  the  singing  of  the  hymn,  commencing, 

“ O Thou  who  driest  the  mourner’s  tear,” 

and  Dr.  Williams  pronounced  the  benediction. 

The  vast  assemblage  then  mournfully  proceeded  to  the 
cemetery.  A detachment  of  the  “ Leet  Guards”  acted, 
under  Captain  R.  P.  Nevin,  as  a guard  of  honor  to  the 
bodies  of  the  departed  soldiers.  An  address  was  made 
and  a prayer  offered  at  the  grave  of  James  D.  Travelli, 
by  Dr.  McAboy.  iMr.  Allison  made  the  address  and 
offered  prayer  at  Charlie  Richey’s  grave,  and  Rev. 
Robert  Hopkins  read  the  burial  service  of  the  Methodist 
church,  at  the  grave  of  John  D.  Tracy.  Three  volleys 
were  hred  by  the  military,  and  the  great  assemblage  re- 
turned to  their  homes,  every  heart  touched  with  grief 
and  sympathy. 

The  same  month  William  I.  Nevin,  who  had  a short 
time  before  left  college,  and  enlisted,  thinking  his  country 
needed  him  in  her  sore  extremity,  died  in  the  hospital  at 
Washington  and  his  body  was  brought  home  and  buried 
in  the  Sewickley  cemetery. 
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[A  Washington  correspondent  writes  to  a Pittsburg  paper,] 

“The  oldest  sou  of  Theodore  H.  Nevin,  of  Sew- 
ickley,  died  here  to-day.  I judge  he  was  about  21  ye^rs 
of  age.  He  was  a member  of  the  famous  Artillery  com- 
pany known  as  Hampton’s  Battery,  to  which  belonged 
also  a son  of  Prof  Williams,  a son  of  Dr.  Finley,  two 
sons  of  Mr.  Marshall,  of  the  foundry,  Pittsburg,  young 
Heberton,  a son  of  Mr.  Noble,  the  upholsterer,  and  sev- 
eral others  like  the  above,  of  the  finest  young  men  of 
y'our  city.  Young  Mr.  Nevin,  came  here  with  the  bat- 
tery from  P"ront  Royal  some  four  weeks  ago. 

They  camped  in  an  unwholesome  spot  and  several  of 
them  was  soon  attacked  with  typhoid.  Mr.  Nevin 
alone  has  died,  the  others  being  now  decidedly  on  the 
mending  hand. 

His  father  and  Dr.  P'inley  were  with  him  in  his  last 
moments. 

This  is  a great  affliction.  May  God  make  this  severe 
providence  work  for  good,  to  the  sorely  smitten  hearts 
that  now  bleed  under  the  blow.” 

As  one  after  another  fell  from  the  ranks,  others  rose 
up  to  take  their  places.  Some  who  were  such  mere 
boys  when  the  hrst  call  was  made  that  no  one  thought  of 
their  going,  now  enrolled  their  names  beside  their  brothers, 
while  others  whose  families  were  dependent  wholly  upon 
their  work,  hesitating  before,  now  in  the  hour  of  their 
country’s  growing  necessity  tore  themselves  from  home 
and  fireside  and  joined  the  ranks.  One  boy  of  fifteen, 
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0.  B.  HAMILTON. 


CAPT.  T.  J HAMILTON. 


R.  N BROCKUNIER. 


G.  R.  THORNBURG. 


L.  N.  GUY. 


ALBERT  -yillTE. 


W.  R HAMILTON. 
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upon  hearing  that  an  older  brother  had  died  of  wounds 
received  in  battle — found  a place  as  Fifer  for  the  com- 
pany, the  youngest  but  one,  soldier  in  the  state.  Every 
means  possible  was  resorted  to  in  order  to  raise  money 
for  soldiers’  supplies.  Fairs  were  held  in  many  places 
and  the  Sanitary  Fair,  in  Allegheny,  was  the  means  of 
raising  a large  amount  of  money.  Gov.  Curtin  was  pres- 
ent at  the  opening  of  the  fair.  The  following  items  ap- 
peared in  a daily  paper,  in  an  article  speaking  of  the 
opening  night ; 

“Numbers  9 and  10  are'  the  booths  in  which,  are  displayed 
“Sewickley's  offering,’’  and  a highly  creditable  one  it  is  too.  It 
will  be  remembered  that  the  children  and  ladies  of  the  Sewick- 
ley  valley  lately  gave  a local  T''air,  which  realized  the 
handsome  sum  of  four  hundred  and  eighty  dollars,  for  the  .Sani- 
tary and  Subsistence  committees,  but  the  ladies  have  been  work- 
ing like  beavers  since,  and,  besides  contributing  very  largely  in 
money,  refectory  material,  etc.,  they  have  gotten  up  a very  beauti- 
ful display  of  all  sorts  of  useful  and  fancy  articles.  Among  other 
things,  we  noticed  a very  rich  and  stylish  dressing  gown  and 
smoking  cap,  some  exquisitely  embroidered  children’s  dresses, 
collars,  and  articles  of  ladies’  wear;  a splendid  and  costly 
afghan  ; some  magnillcent  photographs  from  Mr.  Dabbs’  gallery, 
and  innumerable  other  articles  both  useful  and  ornamental. 

The  Misses  Kramer,  Way,  Shields,  Wadrop,  Nevin,  Knox, 
Jones,  Finley,  Davis,  Taylor,  Adair,  Thompson,  Miller,  Cass  and 
Dickson,  together  with  a number  of  married  ladies,  attended  at 
this  table  by  turns,  and  are  doing  everything  possible  to  exhibit 
the  merits  of  their  wares. 

They  have  fixed  the  prices  of  all  the  articles  exceedingly 
low,  but  little  above  the  cost  of  material,  and  expect,  therefore  to 
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REV.  J.  Q.  A.  FULLtRTON, 

I 

I 


"WM.  0.  SHIELDS. 


CAFT,  D.  I'  SHIELDS. 


J.DTRAVELLL  AND.‘'q.” 


J.  D.  TRACY 


WM.  I.  HBVIN. 


L.  H WILLIAMS. 
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sell  them  off  at  an  early  day,  and  without  resort  either  to  raffling 
or  auction. 

The  Sewickley  department  is  one  of  the  most  attractive  in 
“ The  Bazaar,”  and  all  visitors  should  give  the  articles  a close  in- 
spection. They  will  stand  it  well.” 

When  at  last  the  dreadful  war  was  ov^er,  and  all  the 
need  of  toil  and  sacrifice  at  an  end,  those  who  were  left 
of  all  that  had  joined  the  different  regiments,  were  about 
to  return  home,  the  glad  words,  “ The  dors  are  coming 
home  ! ” were  often  hushed  by  the  thought,  that  many 
who  had  left  their  homes  would  never  return. 

“ Soon  shall  the  voice  of  singing 
Drown  war’s  tremendous  din  ; 

Soon  shall  the  joy  bells  ringing. 

Bring  peace  and  freedom  in. 

The  jubilee  bonfires  burning 
Shall  soon  light  u[)  the  dome, 
x\nd  soon,  to  soothe  our  yearning, 

Our  boys  are  coming  home  ! 

“ The  vacant  fireside  places 
Mave  waited  for  them  long, 

The  love-light  locks  their  faces. 

The  chorus  waits  their  song, 

A shadowy  fear  has  haunted  • 

The  long  deserted  room  ; 

But  now  our  prayers  are  grante  i — 

Our  boys  are  coming  home  ! 

“ O mother,  calmly  waiting 
For  that  beloved  s^n  I 
O sister,  proudly  dating 
The  victories  he  has  won  ! 
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O maiden,  softly  humming 

The  love-song  while  you  roam — 

" Joy,  joy,  the  boys  are  coming  — 

Our  boys  are  coming  home  ! 

“And  yet — oh,  keenest  sorrow  ! 

They’re  coming,  but  not  all ; 

Full  many  a dark  to-morrow 
Shall  wear  its  sable  pall, 

For  thousands  who  are  sleeping 
Beneath  the  empurpled  loam  ; 

Woe  ! woe  ! for  those  we’re  weeping, 

Who  never  will  come  home  ! 

“ O sad  heart,  hush  thy  grieving  ; 

Wait  but  a little  while  ! 

With  hoping  and  believing, 

Thy  woe  and  fear  beguile. 

Wait  for  the  joyous  meeting 
Beyond  the  starry  dome, 

P'or  there  our  boys  are  waiting. 

To  bid  us  welcome  home.” 

One  of  the  number  of  the  Sewickley  boys  who  left 
home  that  July  afternoon,  after  many  experiences  and 
changes,  was  at  last  taken  prisoner.  After  months  of 
terrible  suffering  in  “ Libby,”  he  returned  to  home  and 
friends,  and  the  church  in  which  that  little  company  of 
which  he  was  a Lieutenant,  had  drilled  in  preparation  for 
active  service,  was  crowded  to  the  door  to  hear  his  ex- 
periences of  prison  life. 

I remember  he  began  his  lecture  by  saying,  “in  the 
first  place  I was  not  asleep,”  as  it  had  been  reported 
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that  being  overcome  with  fatigue  and  want  of  rest,  he 
had  fallen  asleep  by  the  way-side  and  thus  been  cap- 
tured. 

Certainly  no  one  slept  during  that  lecture,  and  those 
who  for  so  many  years  read  his  editorials  in  the  Pitts- 
burg paper  which  he  so  ably  conducted,  knew  him  as  a 
very  wide  awake  man,  with  more  than  an  ordinary 
amount  of  intellect. 

A beautiful  monument  in  our  cemetery  commemorates 
the  deeds  of  valor  and  self  denial  of  our  dead  soldiers. 
U[ion  the  front  face  of  the  monument  an  inscription  with- 
in a laurel  wreath  reads; 

“ERECTED, 

BY  THE 

Citizens  of  Sewickley, 

IN  MEMORY  OF  THEIR 

Volunteer  Soldiers, 

WHO  SACRIFICED  THEIR  LIVES 
FOR  THE 

Unity  oe  the  Republic 

IN  THE  WAR  OF  THE 

Great  Rebellion, 
i86i  TO  1865.“ 

On  the  south  face,  within  the  typical  laurel,  we  find  : 
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Killed  in  Battle, 
Lieut.  \Vm.  C.  Shields. 


\Vm.  Banks, 
Wm.  Painter, 
Robert  White, 
Theodore  Webb, 
Wm.  Wharton, 


John  D.  Tracy, 
James  D.  Travelli, 
Wm.  C.  Richey, 
Robert  Johnston, 
I'homas  Smith, 


Moses  Sherman.” 

On  the  third  side  we  come  to  this  inscription: 
“Died  of  Wounds  and  Diseases, 

Captain  Alexander  McKinney, 

James  Scott,  James  L.  Grady, 

John  Park,  Albert  J.  AVhite,- 
Joseph  Moore,  Andrew  J.  Gray, 

Henry  M.  Rhodes.” 

And  on  the  fourth  side : 

“Died  of  Wounds  and  Diseases, 

Wm.  I.  Nevin, 

Thos.  A.  Hill,  W.  H.  Forrester, 

Harry  Black,  G.  W.  Forrester, 

Alex.  Black,  James  Grimes, 

L.  B.  Coiner.”  C /I  G £ G 
The  w'n^ed  embodiment  of  P'ame  presides  over  all, 
on  the  marble  shaft.  She  hidds  the  trump  of  fame 
in  one  hand,  and  the  laurel  wreath  in  the  other. 

The  fourth  of  July  after  the  close  of  the  war,  was  in- 
augurated by  a salute  at  daybreak  ot  three  guns,  four 
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^uns  at  sunrise,  and  a national  salute  at  eight  o’clock. 
The  vSunday-school  children,  after  assembling  at  the  dif- 
ferent churches,  formed  into  a procession,  under  com- 
mand of  Captain  David  Shields,  and  marched  to  the 
grove  of  Mr.  Cochrane  Fleming-.  The  citizens  and  visit- 
ors then  assembled  in  the  grove  and  the  following  pro- 
gram was  carried  out : 

Prayer  by  Rev.  White. 

Singing  bv  church  choirs,  “ America.” 

Reading  of  the  Declaration  of  Independence,  by  W.  A. 

Co’lins,  of  the  Chronicle. 

Singing,  “ The  Prisoner’s  Hope.” 

Address  to  the  children,  by  Rev.  Mr.  Locke. 

Singing,  “ The  Prisoner’s  Release.” 

Address  of  the  day,  Rev.  Dr.  Bittinger. 

Singing,  “ Victory  at  Last.” 

Address,  in  memory  of  our  soldiers,  by 
J.  W.  F.  White,  Esq. 

Singing,  “ Sleeping  for  the  Flag.” 
Refreshments  were  served  to  the  children  at  noon,  and 
a dinner  of  substamiHl  refreshments  to  the  grown  people. 

After  a few  hours  of  recreation,  the  crowd  reassem- 
bled at  the  grand  staiui,  to  hear  the  reading  of  the  Eman- 
cipation Proclamation,  and  an  address  by  Rev.  Joseph  S. 
Travelli.  Some  of  the  toasts  and  sentiments  given  and 
responded  to  were  the  following  : 

“ The  war  of  1812  : honor  to  the  few  surviving  sol- 
diers of  that  struggle.” 
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Response  by  Squire  Sample,  of  Lawrence  Co.,  who 
related  some  of  his  experiences  in  that  struggle, 
j “A  chip  of  the  old  block;  James  T.  Sample,  who  lost  a 
leg  in  the  Mexican  war.” 

Mr.  Sample  responded  by  singing,  “ Nicodemus  was 
a part  of  the  salt  of  the  earth.”  The  audience  joined  in  the 
! chorus.  Music. — 

I 

I “ The  man  that  hath  no  music  in  his  soul, 

: Is  fit  for  treasons,  stratagems  and  spoils.” 

j Responded  to  by  Mr.  R.  P.  Nevin.  . 

I A number  of  patriotic  addresses  were  made.  At  9 

o’clock  a fine  display  of  fire  works  was  exhibited  from 
the  lot  above  the  rail-road  station  (just  opposite  the  tele- 
graph office,)  accompanied  with  the  firing  of  Artillery. 

Gradually  the  ranks  of  the  returned  soldiers  have 
been  thinned  out,  as  disease  claimed  its  victims,  but 
faithfully,  year  after  year,  those  who  are  still  left  to  wage 
the  battle  of  life,  in  company  with  many  Grand  Army 
men  from  the  city,  and  many  of  our  citizens,  march  to 
the  cemetery,  to  strains  of  music,  and 

“Gentle  birds  above  are  sweetly  singing, 

O’er  the  graves  of  heroes  brave  and  true. 

While  sweetest  tlowers  we  are  bringing 

Wreathed  in  garlands  of  red,  white  and  blue.” 

Many  a tear  falls  in  loving  remembrance,  as  some  of 
our  leading  men  speak  eloquently  of  the  days  and  the 
scenes  that  saddened  many  homes  in  our  valley.  Ap- 
propriate music  is  rendered  by  the  choir,  led  by  Mrs. 
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Sharpe  McDonald,  who  has  had  the  honor  of  bein^ 
made  a member  of  the  Grand  Army. 

A band  of  the  wives  and  sisters  of  “the  boys,”  pre- 
pare a sumptuous  repast,  which  is  spread  in  our  town- 
hall,  at  the  close  of  the  day,  and  after  the  inner  man  is 
reg-aled  by  the  delicacies  prepared,  a “camp-fire”  is  held, 
and  young  and  old  listen  to  the  reminiscences  of  by- 
gone days. 

At  such  times,  we  look  in  vain  for  those  who  were  the 
leaders  in  all  such  work  years  ago,  but  their  work  on 
earth  is  done. 

This  chapter,  so  full  of  war  and  those  associated  with 
the  soldiers,  would  not  be  complete  without  speaking 
more  fully  of  Mrs.  McDonald,  who,  besides  being  for 
so  many  years  closely  identified  with  all  the  musical  in- 
terests of  the  Borough,  has  so  freely  given  her  time  and 
labor  to  make  the  memorial  day  arrangements  a success, 
as  well  as  to  everything  connected  with  the  Grand  Army, 
in  which  her  wonderful  musical  talent  could  be  used. 

F'or  twenty-one  years,  as  the  30th  of  May  rolls  around, 
in  sunshine  and  storm,  she  has  never  failed  to  be  present, 
to  mingle  her  tears  with  those  who  pay  their  loving  trib- 
utes to  the  memory  of  the  departed  heroes,  both  here  and 
in  the  ce:netery  where  lies  the  lo\  ed  ones  from  the  city 
homes,  and  in  sw’cet,  soul  thrilling  music,  to  lift  the 
thoughts  of  the  mourners  beyond  the  scenes  of  time  and 
sense,  to  the  land  of  peace  and  j(,ty. 

While  Sewickley  has  reas(m  to  be  very  grateful  for 
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the  many  and  great  kindnesses  received  at  her  hands, 
through  the  use  of  the  God-given  talent  used  for  His 
glory — alike  in  scenes  of  jay  and  sorrow  ; nothing  has 
endeared  her  so  much  to  many  hearts,  as  her  work  in 
connection  with  the  Grand  Army. 

The  following  quotation  from  an  address  deliv'ered  at 
a memorial  meeting  of  Hays  Post,  G.  A.  R.,  on  August 
29th,  1881,  explains  her  being  a member  of  the  Grand 
Army,  and  is  a titting  close  to  these  pages  about  our 
“ soldier  boys,”  and  the  brave  women  who  have  been 
associated  with  them  : 

“To-night,  my  comrades,  there  is  with  us  one,  who, 
for  the  past  eight  years,  has  been  unremitting  in  her  at- 
tention to  the  interests  of  Post  3,  of  the  Grand  Army. 

No  Decoration  day  has  passed  without  her  sweet 
V'oice  being  joined  in  the  sad  ceremonies  of  that  day. 

A soldier’s  widow,  a soldier’s  orphan,  has  never 
entered  her  door  without  receiving  that  bounty  she  knew 
so  well  how  to  bestow.  Her’s  was  but  the  continuation 
of  the  many  kindnesses  shown  by  the  women  during  the 
dark  days  of  the  rebellion. 

The  millions  of  money  contributed  through  the  ladies 
at  the  Sanitary  Fairs  throughout  the  country,  the  monu- 
ments erected  to  the  memory  of  our  fallen  braves,  point 
unerringly  to  women’s  love,  to  women’s  devotion,  and 
’tis  fitting  and  eminently  proper,  that  the  first  Post  of  the 
Grand  Army  organized  in  the  Keystone  state,  should  be 
the  first  to  show  the  soldiers’  appreciation  of  women’s 
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work,  and  to  that  end,  Mrs.  McDonald,  I have  had  the 
great  honor  bestowed  upon  me,  to  be  the  medium 
through  which  to  show  our  appreciation  of  your  labors  in 
our  behalf.  At  a meeting  of  the  Post,  a series  of  resolu- 
tions was  adopted.  These  however  are  but  words,  ’tis 
true,  coming  from  the  hearts  of  those  who  gave  up  home 
and  friends  and  bared  their  breasts  to  the  enemies’  bullets, 
that  our  country  might  live,  and  its  flag  remain  unsullied. 

In  accordance  with  the  resolution,  this  beautiful  badge 
of  the  Grand  Army  has  been  made,  and  to  you  we  pres- 
ent it  as  a slight  token  of  our  respect  and  esteem,  and 
whilst  intrinsically  it  may  not  be  valuable,  yet  the  thought 
that  you  are  the  first,  and  I may  say,  the  only  female  that 
has  ever  received  this  emblem,  should  in  itself  prove  to 
you  how  highly  you  are  held  in  the  estimation  of  the 
comrades  of  Post  3. 

Take  it,  my  dear  madam,  and  in  after  life,  when  the 
Grand  Army  has  dwindled  down  to  few  ; when  the  mass  of 
us  have  answered  to  the  roll  call  above;  the  savior’s  of 
God’s  country  who  gave  you  this,  a single  flower,  or  a si- 
lent tear  dropped  upon  the  grave  of  one  who  wore  the 
federal  blue,  will  cause  an  awakening  of  the  scenes  that 
are  past,  and  be  this  the  golden  link  that  will  bind  past 
and  present  together  in  pleasant  union. 

Take  it,  and  with  it  the  love,  respect,  esteem,  good 
wishes  and  prayers,  not  only  of  comrades  of  this  Post, 
but  of  every  member  of  the  Grand  Army  that  knows  of 
your  goodness  and  kindness  to  us.” 
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CHAPTER  V. 


SWEKT  pea  :e  dwells  in  our  midst.  To  the  younger  por- 
tion of  our  community,  the  war  with  all  its  sad  history 
seems  shadowy  and  unreal.  They  can  hardly  realize, 
either,  the  > hanges  diat  the  past  years  hav'e  brought. 

I'or  the  benefit  of  such  let  us  review  bome  of  the 
inc  dents  connected  with  some  of  our  greatest  improve- 
ments. You  can  hardly  imagine  the  excitement  attend- 
ing the  making  of  the  railroad,  or  the  effect  upon  those 
who  had  never  seen  such  a thing,  the  sight  of  the  first 
train  of  cars  had.  Almost  every  one  in  the  village  went 
down  to  the  railroad  about  the  time  the  train  was  expect- 
ed to  pass  all  anxious  to  see  the  strange  sight,  as  very 
few  persons  here  then  had  ever  seen  a railroad.  Well ! 
the  train  came  along,  and  just  at  the  foot  ot  Broad  St. 
V here  our  beautiful  new  station  now  stands,  the  engine 
gave  a shrill  wild  scream,  that  sent  almost  every  one  fl}'- 
ing  back  to  the  fence  or  up  Broad  street. 

Among  the  crowd  was  a lady'  who  had  traveled  on 
many  railroads  ere  taking  up  her  abode  in  Sev  ickley, 
and  when  she  looked  arounri,  after  the  train  had  whistled 
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to  Stop,  not  a person  was  near  her  but  the  little  boy  she 
had  held  in  her  arms,  who,  after  giving  a frantic  spring, 
clung  to  her  for  dear  life. 

It  had  been  promised  that  the  cars  would  be  running 
on  July  4th,  1851.  The  passenger  train  was  not  ready, 
but,  true  to  their  word,  General  Robinson,  President  of 
th  : roa  1,  an  I s ) ne  of  the  stockholders,  had  so.ne  gravel 
cars  seated  by  laying  boards  across,  and  took  a trip  to 
Economy,  ihc  end  of  the  line,  where  a sumptuous  repast 
was  prepared  for  them  by  the  Elconomites. 

When  the  passenger  trains  commenced  running,  we 
had  two  trains  a day,  also  one  freight  train.  Think  of 
this,  you  who  grumble  if  a train  is  ten  minutes  late,  when 
we  now  have  sixty-four  trains  in  all,  arriving  and  depart- 
ing from  the  station  every  twenty- lour  hours  during  the 
week,  and  seventeen  on  Sunday. 

The  car  fare  then  between  Allegheny  and  Sewickley 
was  twenty-five  cents  for  a single  trip,  and  a quarterly 
ticket  ten  dollars. 

Upon  arriving  from  Allegheny,  after  a day  spent  in 
shopping  and  seeing  the  sights,  it  was  a very  common 
thing  to  hear  persons  say  to  each  other,  on  alighting  from 
the  train:  ‘‘Why,  were  you  on  the  cars?”  scarcely 
realizing  that  a fellow-passenger  could  travel  near  and  not 
be  known,  as  they  always  were  on  boat  or  sUige. 

For  a long  time  after  the  railroad  was  in  operation, 
some  of  the  residents  [)referred  traveling  still  by  the 
river  route.  The  tri[)  to  the  city  was  always  a holiday. 
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and  tlie  sail  on  the  river  much  pleasanter,  they  thought, 
tlian  the  very  short  ride  on  the  cars. 

One  day  an  old  lady,  who  had  come  from  somewhere 
back  in  the  country,  to  take  the  train  for  the  cit\',  meet- 
ing a triend  struck  up  a com'crsation.  The  train  was 
about  to  mo\  e otf,  just  as  the  conversation  was  becoming 
interesting,  and  our  friend  called  to  the  conductor,  wax  - 
ing her  hand  excitedly,  to  “wait  a little.”  Some  of  the 
by-standers  taking  in  the  situation,  hurried  her  off. 

The  hrst  station-house,  was  a shed,  made  of  rough 
boards.  It  stood  just  across  the  track  from  where  the 
telegraph  office  now  is,  and  the  hapless  passengers  often 
rubbed  their  benumbed  fingers,  as  they  waited  for  a train 
“ overdue.”  The  next  station  was  quite  an  improvement 
on  this.  It  was  built  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  track,  a 
small  frame  building,  on  the  spot  where  a third  station,  a 
brick  building  now  used  as  a freight  depot,  stands. 

\\"e  had  a ticket  agent  in  the  second  station,  Mr 
Samuel  Garrison,  who  also  sold  confectionery,  for  the  ac- 
commodation of  the  patrons  of  the  road. 

Mr.  Joseph  Warren,  the  present  station  master,  has 
filled  tlie  position  since  1859.  Nothing  further  is  neces- 
sary, to  tell  of  his  faithfulness  to  duty  and  the  perfect 
satisfact’on  with  which  he  has  filled  the  position,  than  the 
number  of  years  he  has  served.  Mr.  Warren  climbed 
the  telegraph  pole,  cut  the  wire,  and  set  up  the  instru- 
ments for  the  telegraph  serx'ice,  in  the  frame  station  that 
took  the  place  of  the  one  first  mentioned. 
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How  the  people  did  crowd  around  the  window  when 
they  heard  the  click,  click,  and  saw  the  mo\  enient  of  Mr. 
Warren’s  fingers,  wanting  to  know  all  about  his  sewijig 
VI  a chine. 

' The  first  pay  message  that  was  received  was  from 

Cleveland,  sent  by  Mr.  Cochrane  Fleming  to  the  f unily 
at  home,  one  day  in  August,  1859,  to  have  the  carriage 
to  meet  him  on  the  arrival  of  the  evening  train. 

' The  success  of  the  public  library  was  the  result  of 

I Mr.  Warren’s  energy.  When  President  of  the  board  of 
i school  directors,  knowing  the  fund  for  the  support  of  the 
I library  was  getting  very  low,  he  offered  to  get  up  a dra- 
I made  entertainment,  to  help  tide  them  over  their  diffi- 
■ CLilty.  He  showed  such  marked  ability  in  this  line,  that 
year  after  year  the  people  have  greeted  his  entertainments 
with  such  enthusiasm,  that  through  his  efforts,  ,^1,000 
have  been  added  to  the  fund,  making  the  village  library 
an  insured  success. 

All  the  othcials  at  the  Sewickley  station  are  kind, 
polite,  and  obliging,  always  ready  to  give  information  to 
the  public,  and  to  attend  to  everv  duty. 

The  accommodations  for  travel  are  better  here  than 
even  the  suburban  towns  of  Chicago,  making  it  as  con- 
venient for  business  men  to  live  here,  as  anywhere  on  the 
outskirts  of  Pittsburg.  Mini-ters,  judges,  doctors,  lawyers 
and  editors  are  here  in  great  numbers.  Our  main  street, 
it  is  often  remarked,  reminds  one  ol  a fashionable  water- 
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iiio;  place,  from  the  number  of  carriages,  phaetons,  carts 
and  drags  that  pass  up  and  down  on  summer  evenings. 

We  had  no  public  hall  in  early  days,  and  our  per- 
formances that  were  not  thought  to  be  suitable  for  the 
church,  were  given  either  in  the  school-house,  or  in  a 
large  room  used  generally  by  a wagon-maker  for  keep- 
ing wood. 

Well ! this  room  had  been  cleared  out,  cleaned  and 
seated  with  chairs  and  benches,  one  evening,  ready  for  a 
performance  to  be  given  by  Mr.  B.,  a sort  of  mesmerist. 

Almost  every  one  in  the  village  was  present.  An  old 
lady,  who  was  very  conscientious  about  the  places  of 
amusement  she  attended,  said  she  was  a little  bit  worried 
and  ashamed  at  finding  herself  among  the  expectant 
audience,  until  she  noticed  her  minister  and  his  wife  there. 
Mr.  B.  gave  every  one  who  would  accept,  a piece  of 
money  with  a hole  in  the  centre,  upon  which  they  were  to 
gaze  as  a preparation  for  the  mesmeric  state.  His  man- 
euvers did  not  have  much  effect  for  a time ; at  last  a 
young  man  was  pronounced  to  be  in  the  desired  state. 
We  all  knew  Sam  to  be  the  jolliest  boy  in  school,  and 
ready  for  all  sorts  of  fun  and  frolic,  both  indoors  and  out ; 
and  it  did  seem  strange  that  he  should  be  so  impression- 
able. 

With  an  air  of  triumph,  Mr.  B.  called  upon  every  one 
to  notice  this  young  man,  how  completely  under  his 
control  he  was  ; and  forthwith  began  to  lead  him  around 
and  put  him  through  numerous  cpieer  performances. 
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Most  obediently  Sammy  followed,  his  will  apparently  en- 
tirely merged  in  that  of  his  guide.  Slyly  opening  his  eyes 
a little  way  and  seeing  the  leader’s  back  turned,  he  threw 
up  his  hands  and  made  such  fearful  grimances,  that  quite 
an  audible  titter  was  heard  over  the  room. 

When  Mr.  B.  turned  around,  Sam’s  face  was  sober  as  a 
judge’s,  and  he  obediently  went  through  some  more  won- 
derful tricks.  At  every  possible  chance,  when,  through 
the  half-opened  eyes  he  knew  he  was  safe,  he  repeated 
his  antics  : but  alas  ! Mr.  B.  turned  and  caught  him  once. 
The  crest-fallen  man  soon  brought  the  performance  to  a 
close  after  this. 

Once  in  a long  time  the  place  was  enlivened  by  the 
coming  of  a show,  usually,  a menagerie  and  circus  com- 
bined. The  wagons  containing  the  actors,  the  animals, 
and  everything  needed  in  connection  with  the  great  per- 
formance, usually  came  from  Pittsburg  by  way  of  the 
Beaver  road,  and  the  tents  were  pitched  in  “ Grimes’ 
field,”  at  the, corner  of  Beaver  and  Fife  streets. 

Once  some  real  Indians  came  and  ga\e  a perfor- 
mance, which  was  so  different  from  the  usual  shows  that 
came  here  that  everybody  was  delighted. 

Before  the  performance  began,  a number  of  the  men 
rode  on  horse  back,  single  file,  up  Beaver  street,  and  just 
as  the  leader  was  in  front  of  Wood’s  drug  store,  (or  the 
spot  where  it  now  stands, ) he  turned,  facing  the  others  and 
ga\'e  a fearful  yell,  which  we  understood  was  the  “ war 
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whoop."  and  tlien  they  all  went  flying;  like  the  wind 
towards  Osburn,  and  were  soon  out  of  > ig-ht. 

How  we  did  like  for  a long  time  after  that  to  go  to 
the  woods  and  practice  that  yell,  where  there  was  no  one 
to  rep.ove  ns  for  making  a noise,  and  only  echo,  to 
answer. 

We  have  an  opera  house  now,  and  home  as  well  as 
foreign  talent  contributes  to  the  entertainment  of  the 
people  in  their  thirst  for  pleasure  by  concerts,  theatricals, 
&c.,  some  of  the  people  who  once  frowned  down  a dance 
and  thought  it  a sin  to  wear  a bow'  of  ribbon  on  their 
bonnets,  being  seen  within  its  walls  in  holiday  attire. 

An  occasional  game  of  ball  was  indulged  in  by  our 
boys  in  earlier  times,  but  now  ball  games  are  of  frequent 
occurrence,  and  there  are  games  of  tennis  in  our  Athletic 
grounds  almost  every  day,  during  the.  summer.  These 
grounds  were  formally  opened  in  18S2. 

As  the  season  rolls  round  for  the  annual  county  fair, 
the  grounds  are  crowded  by  a gay,  interested  party  of 
friends  and  relatives,  who,  after  pationizing  the  different 
booths,  the  country  store,  and  post  office,  witness  from 
the  grand  stand  the  races,  rejoicing  with  the  victors  and 
valiant  knights. 

The  past  forty  year  has  given  us  the  railroad,  tele- 
graph and  telephone,  a post  office,  paved  streets,  gas  and 
electric  lights,  the  water-works,  natural  gas,  and  last  but 
not  least,  a bank. 

Those  who  formely  hid  their  treasures  in  out  of  the 
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way  places  of  which  they  sometimes  laughingly  told,  or 
carried  them  to  the  city  for  safe  keeping,  can  now  deposit 
them  where  he  who  for  twenty-five  years  has  been  the 
f lithtiil  sexton  of  the  Presbyterian  church,  has  been  chosen 
to  keep  watch  that  “ thieves  do  not  break  through  and 
steal.'’ 

First  National  Bank  of  Sfwicklfv. 

President,  Dr.  R.  J.  Murray. 

Vice  President,  Mr.  Charles  Mclvuight. 

Cashier,  Mr.  E.  C.  Coffin. 


Directors 


Mr.  D.  S.  Anderson, 
Dr.  R.  J.  Murray, 
Mr.  J.  W.  Arrott, 

Mr.  J.  McElwain, 

Mr.  C.  G. 


Mr.  Jos.  \V.  Craig, 
Mr.  John  B.  Reno, 
Mr.  Frank  Semple, 
Mr.  R.  J.  Stuney, 
\Vo(xls. 


Mr.  John  D.  McCord  has  been  chosen  as  general 
clerk  in  the  bank. 

Not  directors  alone,  but  sc hool-niates  and  friends  re- 
joiced at  the  selection  of  one  so  thoroughly  trusted  and 
respected.  We  trust  many'  of  these  will  live  to  see,  in  the 
changes  that  the  coming  years  shall  bring  our  young- 
clerk  filling  the  position  of  President  of  o?u'  of  the  Se- 
wickley  banks. 

Since  the  advent  of  n atural  gas,  there  is  nothing  to 
obscure  the  vision  of  loveliness  that  meets  the  eye  as  we 
view  from  a hill  to  the  north-east  the  town  lying  at  our 
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feet,  and  the  smaller  towns  on  the  other  side  of  the  Ohio 
river. 

The  absence  of  public  works  gives  an  air  of  quiet 
and.  repose,  that  is  very  grateful  to  the  tired  workers 
as  they  return  after  a day  of  toil,  in  what  we  once  called 
the  smoky  city. 

Truly,  the  staid  old  Sewickley  of  forty  years  ago  is  a 
changed  place. 

What  will  the  next  forty  years  give  us  ? 
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